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Each year we pay testimony to the 
students’ hard work, efforts and 
their multi-faceted talents. This 
year, especially, I feel the editor and 
his team have brilliantly captured 
the essence of KMC Mangaluru 
through “Transcend”.  I would like 
to congratulate the editorial board 
for their great work and I wish 
them all the best for the release of 
their magazine.

Continuing with the rich tradition 
of the college another issue of the 
magazine is coming out. This is 
going to be a unique magazine 
because for the first time we are 
going to have it in a digital form.
You, the students would have 
expressed your creativity in myriad 
forms and I am eagerly looking 
forward to go through them. The 
magazine editor and the editorial 
team rightly deserve kudos for 
working round the clock to ensure 
that you have a magazine, which 
you will cherish for years to come.

Messages from
 Our Mentors

Words of wisdom from people who 
                       breathe life into the KMC experience

Dr. Chakrapani M.
Associate Dean

Dr. B. Unnikrishnan
Associate Dean

Dr. Anand R.
Associate Dean
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I was puffed up when Dean appointed me 
to function as the adviser for this year's 
student Magazine. At that time, almost a 
year ago, I had no clue as to how this 
much awaited student activity would 
shape up and what the final result would 
be.
I am gladdened to register here that the 
those who had taken up the job have 
toiled tirelessly under the editor, Anton 
Paulson, to bring out the first ever E-
Magazine. There is a first time for 
everything but first is always the first. 
Simply put, this magazine will leave its 
mark in the history of green initiative of 
our University.

I would have greatly enjoyed the smell of 
a printed version which every book lover 
would indulge into before reading. This 
privation should not disappoint the 
others like me.Green initiative is not just 
for the present. It is for the future of man 
on our blue planet.Let us not forget that 
we owe it to the posterity.

E  epitomizes it all. E for excellence, 
eternity and everything that is good!

This batch has joined the E- revolution. 

Dr. Rekha T.
D.D.S.A

Mangalore Campus

Dr. G.G. Laxman Prabhu
Magazine Advisor
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The Unsung Heroes of 
Kasturba Medical College, Mangaluru



Students' Council 2016 -17
7

8

taring at a random crystal tesselate in the dark room of an Art Museum, I finally Scame to a rather unusual conclusion about my experiences as the Magazine 
Editor for KMC this year. I noticed that all the shards on the tasselate, looked 

exactly the same, the same colour, dreary and monotonous. This was luckily short-lived, 
when someone turned on the lights, and, colours I didn't notice earlier, grew more vivid. 
Each shard, upon the white light, seemed to reflect a colour it thoughtfully chose.

Each unique in it's own way, I guess.
Ruby Red, Emerald Green, Topaz Yellow, 
Sapphire Blue, Onyx Black, Pearl White... 
I wondered if each one of these gems had a story of 
it's own. And, how they seemed to passionately 
glimmer, welling up with pride , as if it had been 
waiting this whole time, for that white light of golden 
opportunity.
2000 colours, 2000 lives, 2000 stories.
All entwined in a pleasant chaos. 
As the wise man would say, 'Inspired by Life'.
What was initially a boring wall, had now 
transformed into a beautiful, living mosaic.
The mosaic of our lives. The KMC experience.
Armed  with  nothing  but  my  loyal  Editorial 
Board, and an outdated designing software, I 
took my chances and swallowed the red pill to 
document this mammoth of a year.
And yes, like every story, there were dark times.
Times when I lost trust in my ability to design 
150+ pages with zero training. And yet,
Like the young fletchling that trusted it's wings, 
Like the caterpillar that trusted it's silk.
I placed my trust in the ones who 
believed in me: my Family ,Edboard & Friends.
And like the mosaic, together we present
 to you a magazine that truly encompasses 
the evolution of art and life around us.

Photo Credits : Ravjot Singh Bhatia



- Chirantan Suhrid
President 
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Our 69th Independence Day found the students of 
KMC, Mangalore, assembled at 5 pm in front of the 
Dean's secretariat, to witness the celebration of our 
great nation's emancipation, with Dr. Suresh Shetty 
being the chief guest for the day. There was a choir, 
formed by the batch of 2014, who lent their voices to 
some patriotic songs on the glory of the nation. This 
was followed by a surprise event - an all-woman street 
play, by the batches of AHS and 2014, which portrayed 
how, even amidst complaints of backwardness in 
India, we still have come a long way from 1947. The 
show was very well received by students and teachers 
alike - renewing their passion for making India even 
greater. 

Independence DayIndependence DayIndependence Day

International Yoga DayInternational Yoga DayInternational Yoga DayInternational Yoga Day
“The enlightened seek happiness from within”
This was the gist of the demonstration that was held on the International Yoga 
Day by the constituent colleges of Manipal University’s Mangaluru Campus: 
Kasturba Medical College, Mangalore and Manipal College of Dental 
Sciences, Mangaluru.
To commemorate the 2nd International Yoga Day, the students and faculty of 
both colleges came together in their quest to find inner peace through 
meditation. Led by the expertise of Mr. Shrikar B, an engineer and yoga 
enthusiast affiliated with "The Heartfulness Organization", and 
Dr.Dhanashree B, a professor in the Department of Microbiology. 
Mr. Shrikar began his demonstration with an informative, yet precise history of 
Ashtanga Yoga and its various nuances, how it transcends into a way of living 
rather than mundane exercises and its importance in the lives of the working 
population. Dr. Dhanashree led the instructions of a relaxation technique 
aimed at purifying the body and mind of all its worry, a perfect step of 
preparation before Mr. Shrikar gave the commands for a much needed 20 
minute meditation session that left everyone craving for more.
The longest day of the year, Summer Solstice of June 21st, is indeed the perfect 
date to celebrate the invaluable gift of India’s tradition. In the words of Amit 
Ray, “You are your master. Beautify your inner world with love, light and 
compassion. And life will be beautiful”

’Cleanliness and order are not the matters of instinct, they are 
matters of education and like most great things, we must cultivate a 
taste for them”
On Tuesday 13th September 2016, Kasturba Medical College, 
Mangalore hosted the Swachh Pakhwada Campaign as a part of an 
extra-curricular activity. On this day, the students of KMC Mangalore 
assembled near the KMC Bejai campus. The students, teachers and 
faculty made a group effort in cleaning the surrounding area of the 
campus.
The program ended with an address by Mr. Chirantan Suhrid, 
President of Students’ Council 2016-2017, regarding the Swachh 
Bharat Abhiyan and the importance of sanitation.
Through this program, we learned the importance of keeping the 
surroundings clean. We hope to have more activities like these in the 
future. 

Swachh Pakhwada Campaign

15th September 2016
There was an air of uninhibited jubilation. The realisation that we 
had earned a seat in one of the best institutes in the country had not 
yet sunk in. With excitement and nervous energy, we stepped into the 
TMA Pai auditorium.
The seniors, having already walked down this road, introduced us to 
the various clubs, extracurricular activities and the student life of 
KMC Mangalore. The "Pokemon Go" themed pamphlets distributed 
by the Editorial Board 16-17 served as a guide map to discover, 
explore and manoeuvre around the city.
The program began with an introduction to the faculty of the 
Anatomy, Physiology and Biochemistry departments. This was 
followed by an enlightening speech by Dr. M. V Prabhu, our Dean.
The orientation program was the perfect introduction to the arduous 
journey we were about to embark on.As for us, we dreamt about 
graduating about 5 years later with not just the generic robe and 
cap but also the stethoscope around our neck and the noble title 
“Dr.” before our names.

Orientation DayOrientation Day

12 13

13th September 2016



The Students' Council of 2016-17, along with the blessings of the very Ganeshji that this 
ndillustrious event was dedicated to, added to its repertoire the 62  Annual Ganeshotsav – A 

celebration like no other. Spanning through 48 hours of absolutely boundless bliss, the 
event was awaited and attended by staff and students with no stone left unturned. The air 
kissed with the electricity of energy. The hearts filled with devotion and reverie. The crowd 
full of minds shouting the same slogan that occasionally slipped their tongues – Ganapati 
Bappa Morya.

The campus at Lighthouse Hill was adorned with the beaming faces of our teacher's 
thgathering to attend the morning Puja on 5  of September. This year's celebration marks a 

pleasant coincidence in the fact that it was celebrated on Teacher's Day, adding a beautiful 
element of surprise on their faces when the students' wished them in chorus after the 
archetypal Ganeshotsav quote. The puja marked the beginning of the brilliants spectacle 
that was to follow; everyone bearing the esteemed KMC tag in their identities ocking to 
have their prayers heard by the elephant-headed god. Nothing short of an organized 
stampede followed, with the whole college rushing to Dr. T.M.A Pai International 
Convention Centre for the final round of stage practices for the evening gala.

The evening show, a colourful commemoration of our talent and our culture, began with the rituals and the 
invocations as is tradition. Joined by our Chief Guest - the District Commissioner or Dakshin Kannada, Dr K G 
Jagadeesha IAS, a powerhouse of his own right; the awestruck mass gathered their witnessed what could easily 
be a grand mashup of KMC’s finely filtered pool of infinite talent. 

Led by the various helmsmen in the field of dance, drama, and music – The show saw the largest faculty 
participation that has ever been: A teacher’s choir, led by the fiery utist Dr. M Chakrapani and the violin maestro 
Dr.Sourjya Bannerjee, with Dr. Archith Boloor, Dr. Saveri P. Saxena, Dr. Yousuf and Dr. Manoj Raj on the vocals, 
was indeed a spectacle like no other. The crowd danced to the subtle metronome of their melody and had nothing 
but admiration left in them as they wrapped up.

And when you thought the streak of surprises was done, a 
magnificent depiction of Lord Ganesh's history in the form of 
a beat-synced classical dance by Dr. Priya Ballal, Dr. Adithi 
Shetty, Dr. Rekha T., Dr. Vijaytha Rai and Dr. Gagandeep Kaur 
yet again left the audience not knowing whether to sit back 
and catch a breath or shout and crave for more. 

The show-stopper, was undoubtedly the Teacher’s Skit, 
entitled “Guns’N’Roses: Pyaar Me Dil Pe Maar De Goli” – A 
funny-bone tingling rendezvous between a thriller and a 
love story. With a stellar performance from Dr. Latha V 
Prabhu (a guest appearance by our Dean too), Dr. Ramesh 
Bhat, Dr. PU Saxena, Dr. Kunal Katyayan, Dr. Pratik Kumar 
Chatterjee and the evergreen Dr. Suresh Shetty – the 
unassuming guests at the convention centre was left in 
cahoots of laughter as they saw their teachers become 
young teenagers again.

The show was adorned with more stars as the students joined together for a dance, a 
cultural parade and a power-packed performance by our college band – riling up the 
crowd to a nostalgic remix of Hawa Hawaii, Kaali Kaali Ankhein and the band's 
personal best, Stairway to Heaven. As the night got darker, the only thing in everyone's 
minds was satisfaction laced with the eager yearning for the day that was to follow: The 
Procession. 

The day of the procession was marked by an overcast sky which did nothing 
to threaten the energy that exuded in the KMCites. Mangalore’s timely 
drizzle only excited the crowd more as the DJ belted out popular tracks and 
raced the dancing-jumping fiesta to a new height. It was the perfect 
opening to a marathon-walk along the streets of Mangalore in respect to 
the dearest Bappa. Every single soul elated, every face painted and every 
voice screaming his name in more ways than one. Rejuvenated by two 
bands performing in continuum at both ends of the procession, the en-
masse motion of students showed no signs of exhaustion as they showed 
the citizens of Mangalore how it’s done; only coming to a halt at the site of 
Ganeshji’s visarjan, which still did nothing to stop the frenzy.
Ganapati had been immersed, and what was left was the secret unspoken 
desire for it to all happen again, because every single thought around us 
resonated with the same idea – This is our family.

5th - 6th September 2016
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Mohammed
Shaheen

Fine Arts
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College, like life itself, is comprised of a series of milestones. Each 
marking an achievement, a new quest to look forward to. Starting 
with orientation day, the freshers' party, our first interclass - each a 
momentous event in itself, but made more memorable because of 
our progress in this journey that it signifies. And now, we've ticked off 
another box on our college bucket list - Socials. 
Socials - a coming of age, a rite of passage. The one party that 
everyone goes to. The last chance to patch up old forgotten ties. The 
last hurrah before university exams, internship and PG entrance 
preparation make strangers of us. The scene of emotional, 
preemptive pacts to cherish this friendship we've forged over 4 years, 
come what may - Socials. 
Obviously, this grand party was much looked forward to - almost half 
a year in advance! Sarees and shirts bought and compared, suits 
and blouses stitched, accessories matched - everyone invariably pulls 
out all the stops! Vaishnavi Jatana and Manisha Biswal though, apart 
from planning their outfits, had to organise the actual party too! But 
their able shoulders definitely bore this weight well. 
As the big day approached, the whole college was buzzing with 
excitement - made evident by our juniors as they hooted and clapped 
and cheered us on, as we were leaving the hostel for the party. I 
don't think even celebrities on the red carpet feel this admired! 
So, we arrived at Ocean Pearl, all dressed to the nines, ready to have 
a good time. But first, a stroll down memory lane - there on the big 
screen we saw our younger selves, smiling back at us - from DH, the 
Bejai hostels, our first postings - over 2000 photographs! A quick 
glance around, and one could see fervent tears hastily being wiped 
away. The Dean too was quite emotional - we were after all the batch 
that was in first year when he became the Dean. 
But of course, by now the food had been devoured, the jalebi was 
particularly delicious, the DJ was in place, and the party had begun! 
We danced the night away. Whoever sleeps on socials night? The 
night was as young as we are!

Safarnaama
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8th October, 2016.



Nazraana
A Collage dedicated to the

Batch of 2012



It was an eventful year in the world of sports for KMC, Mangaluru.  We participated 
in a plethora of events and won the college several accolades. 

Our college participated in the sports fest Spandan 2016, held at JIPMER, 
Pondicherry from 22nd to 27th September 2016 and secured positions in 4 events.

In athletics: Gold in 1500m by Shreshta & Bronze in 1500m by Prajna, 
Silver in 400m by Gabrielaa Ouseph, 
Bronze in 100m by Shreshta, 
Silver in 4×100m relay by the team of Aayushi Jhawar, Shreshta, Gabrielaa Ouseph 
and Prajna.

In Badminton (Women) : 2nd place was secured by the team of Gayatri Sapale, 
Aayushi Jhawar and Ajasra Sheokand. 

In Futsal (Women) : 2nd place was secured by the team of Ayushi Mohan, Shweta 
Mistry, Betty Thomas, Vedika, Prajna, Samantha Nazerath, Anam Alwani and 
Gayatri Sapale. 

In Basketball (Women) : 2nd place was secured by the team of Dr. Abhinaya, Nishita 
Malhotra, Anam Alwani, Rupender, Aastha Agarwal, Mridula Sharma, Sukriti Nehra, 
Disha Arora, Shivangini Singh, Varuni Ramesh and Lubaina Ibrahim. 

Our college participated and placed in the following Inter MAHE sport events;

Swimming: The team of Ujjwala Raina, Harsh Jaiswal, Sanjay, Siddharth Pai and 
Ashwin Kola secured 2nd place. 

Table Tennis (Women) : The team of Isha Nirgudkar, Meghna Maheshwari, Anjana 
and Ina Agarwal secured 1st place. 

Cross country running (Women): Bronze was won by Shreshta. 

We also participated in the KSHEMA tournament and the list of honours is as 
follows; 
Basketball (Women) - 1st. Best player-Mridula Sharma 
Badminton (Women) - 1st. Best player- Gayatri Sapale. 
Volleyball (Men) - 2nd
Throwball (Women) - 1st. Best player - Shravya Venu

In addition, Ujjwala Raina, batch of 2013, Sports Secretary from Student Council 
2015-16, Swimming champion, secured 1st prize in KSHEMA Women's Swimming 
and has been selected this year to receive Kadamba Scholarship. 

Invictus Report:
 Chess - Runners-up 
Throwball - Runners-up
Table tennis - First Place 
Squash women's -  First Place 
BasketBall women's - First Place 
Swimming - Runners -up : in total points tally 
Athletics  stood Second in total points tally - 
Mahima Advaitha stood individual champion in athletics girls
Shravya Venu best player in throwball18
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眀愀猀 戀漀琀栀 挀漀氀漀甀爀昀甀氀 愀渀搀 猀欀椀氀氀攀搀⸀  䄀眀愀爀搀猀 眀攀爀攀 最椀瘀攀渀 琀漀 琀栀攀 戀攀猀琀 洀漀搀攀氀猀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 戀攀猀琀 挀漀猀琀甀洀攀 愀渀搀 
䴀椀猀琀攀爀 愀渀搀 䴀椀猀猀 䘀爀攀猀栀攀爀⸀ 
       䤀渀 䘀攀戀爀甀愀爀礀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 猀琀甀搀攀渀琀猀 漀昀 䬀䴀䌀 漀渀挀攀 愀最愀椀渀 洀愀搀攀 椀琀 戀椀最 眀栀攀渀 漀甀爀 渀攀椀最栀戀漀甀爀猀 愀琀 
䘀愀琀栀攀爀 䴀甀氀氀攀爀 䴀攀搀椀挀愀氀 䌀漀氀氀攀最攀 椀渀瘀椀琀攀搀 甀猀 琀漀 琀愀欀攀 瀀愀爀琀 椀渀 䄀搀爀攀渀愀氀椀渀攀 ㈀　㜀⸀ 圀椀琀栀 㐀㈀ 挀漀氀氀攀最攀猀 
瀀愀爀琀椀挀椀瀀愀琀椀渀最 昀爀漀洀 椀渀 愀渀搀 愀爀漀甀渀搀 䬀愀爀渀愀琀愀欀愀Ⰰ 漀甀爀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 瀀氀愀挀攀搀 椀渀 㔀 攀瘀攀渀琀猀 漀甀琀 漀昀 㠀 琀栀愀琀 眀攀 
琀漀漀欀 瀀愀爀琀 椀渀⸀ 䬀䴀䌀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀 漀渀挀攀 愀最愀椀渀 氀椀昀琀攀搀 琀栀攀 䄀搀爀攀渀愀氀椀渀攀 琀爀漀瀀栀礀 愀猀 眀攀 猀琀漀漀搀 琀栀攀 猀攀挀漀渀搀 
戀攀戀攀猀琀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 椀渀 漀瘀攀爀愀氀氀 瀀漀椀渀琀猀Ⰰ 猀琀愀渀搀椀渀最 愀 洀攀爀攀 ㈀ 瀀漀椀渀琀猀 愀眀愀礀 昀爀漀洀 琀栀攀 栀漀猀琀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀⸀ 
       吀栀攀 䄀渀渀甀愀氀 䤀渀琀攀爀挀氀愀猀猀 挀漀洀瀀攀琀椀琀椀漀渀猀Ⰰ 刀攀渀攀最愀搀攀 ㈀　㜀Ⰰ 猀愀眀 愀 瀀氀攀琀栀漀爀愀 漀昀 渀攀眀 琀愀氀攀渀琀 
眀椀琀栀 琀栀攀 戀愀琀挀栀 漀昀 ㈀　㘀 愀渀搀 䄀䠀匀 瀀愀爀琀椀挀椀瀀愀琀椀渀最 眀椀琀栀 愀氀氀 琀栀攀椀爀 昀漀爀挀攀猀⸀ 圀椀琀栀 猀攀瘀攀爀愀氀 渀攀眀 攀瘀攀渀琀猀Ⰰ 
猀甀挀栀 愀猀 䰀漀瘀攀 䰀攀琀琀攀爀 圀爀椀琀椀渀最Ⰰ 䘀愀猀栀椀漀渀椀猀琀愀 愀渀搀 匀氀攀甀琀栀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 猀琀甀搀攀渀琀猀 漀昀 䬀䴀䌀 猀栀漀眀攀搀 琀栀攀椀爀 戀愀琀挀栀 
椀渀琀攀最爀椀琀礀⸀ 唀氀琀椀洀愀琀攀氀礀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 戀愀琀挀栀 漀昀 ㈀　㐀 攀渀搀攀搀 甀瀀 氀椀昀琀椀渀最 琀栀攀 琀爀漀瀀栀礀 漀昀 漀瘀攀爀愀氀氀 挀栀愀洀瀀椀漀渀猀 戀礀 
挀漀渀焀甀攀爀椀渀最 愀氀氀 琀栀爀攀攀 猀攀最洀攀渀琀猀㬀 漀ⴀ猀琀愀最攀Ⰰ 漀渀 猀琀愀最攀 愀渀搀 猀瀀漀爀琀猀⸀ 吀栀攀 戀愀琀挀栀 漀昀 ㈀　㔀 愀渀搀 䄀氀氀椀攀搀 
䠀攀愀氀琀栀 匀挀椀攀渀挀攀猀 挀愀洀攀 愀 挀氀漀猀攀 ㈀渀搀 愀渀搀 ㌀爀搀⸀
              䘀椀渀愀氀氀礀Ⰰ 眀攀 栀愀搀 愀瀀瀀爀漀愀挀栀攀搀 琀栀攀 漀渀攀 攀瘀攀渀琀 琀栀愀琀 琀栀攀 眀栀漀氀攀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 眀愀猀 攀愀最攀爀氀礀 眀愀椀琀椀渀最 
昀漀爀⸀ 刀攀搀攀洀瀀琀椀漀渀 愀琀 唀琀猀愀瘀 ㈀　㜀⸀ 圀椀琀栀 愀 琀愀猀欀 昀漀爀挀攀 漀昀 洀漀爀攀 琀栀愀渀 ㈀　　 猀琀甀搀攀渀琀猀Ⰰ 䤀 愀洀 椀洀洀攀渀猀攀氀礀 
瀀爀漀甀搀 愀渀搀 栀甀洀戀氀攀搀 琀漀 猀愀礀 琀栀愀琀 夀攀猀Ⰰ 眀攀 搀椀搀 氀椀昀琀 琀栀攀 琀爀漀瀀栀礀⸀ 䄀昀琀攀爀 愀 氀漀渀最 最愀瀀 漀昀 㐀 礀攀愀爀猀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 唀琀猀愀瘀 
琀爀漀瀀栀礀 挀愀洀攀 戀愀挀欀 琀漀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀 愀最愀椀渀⸀ 圀椀琀栀 愀 氀攀愀搀 漀昀 㐀㠀 瀀漀椀渀琀猀 愀琀 琀栀攀 攀渀搀 漀昀 琀栀攀 挀漀洀瀀攀琀椀琀椀漀渀Ⰰ 
唀琀猀愀瘀 眀愀猀 猀甀爀攀氀礀 漀甀爀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀ᤠ猀 栀椀最栀氀椀最栀琀 瀀攀爀昀漀爀洀愀渀挀攀 椀渀 琀栀攀 礀攀愀爀 琀栀愀琀 瀀愀猀猀攀搀⸀
       䤀渀 愀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 氀椀欀攀 漀甀爀猀Ⰰ 眀栀攀爀攀 琀栀攀爀攀 椀猀 琀愀氀攀渀琀 愀渀搀 搀攀搀椀挀愀琀椀漀渀 椀渀 椀琀猀 洀漀猀琀 瀀爀椀猀琀椀渀攀 昀漀爀洀Ⰰ 
眀攀 渀攀攀搀 愀 瀀氀愀琀昀漀爀洀 琀漀 攀砀栀椀戀椀琀 琀栀攀猀攀 琀愀氀攀渀琀猀 爀攀最甀氀愀爀氀礀⸀ 圀攀 栀漀猀琀攀搀 漀瘀攀爀 㔀 䰀椀琀 䌀氀甀戀 猀攀猀猀椀漀渀猀 琀漀 
瀀瀀爀愀挀琀椀挀攀 愀渀搀 猀琀愀礀 愀琀 琀栀攀 琀漀瀀 漀昀 漀甀爀 最愀洀攀⸀ 䄀氀猀漀Ⰰ 愀搀搀攀搀 琀栀椀猀 礀攀愀爀 眀愀猀 愀渀 漀渀氀椀渀攀 倀漀攀琀爀礀 匀甀戀洀椀猀猀椀漀渀 
倀漀爀琀愀氀 挀愀氀氀攀搀 吀栀攀 圀攀攀欀氀礀 倀漀攀琀Ⰰ 眀栀椀挀栀 猀愀眀 愀琀 氀攀愀猀琀 㠀　 猀甀戀洀椀猀猀椀漀渀猀 漀昀 瀀甀爀攀 瀀漀攀琀椀挀愀氀 戀氀椀猀猀 昀爀漀洀 
漀甀爀 匀琀甀搀攀渀琀 䌀漀洀洀甀渀椀琀礀⸀  
              一攀瘀攀爀 戀攀 愀昀爀愀椀搀 琀漀 愀猀欀 焀甀攀猀琀椀漀渀猀⸀ 䤀 栀愀瘀攀 愀猀欀攀搀 栀甀渀搀爀攀搀猀 漀昀 焀甀攀猀琀椀漀渀猀Ⰰ 瀀爀攀琀琀礀 猀琀甀瀀椀搀 
漀渀攀猀 愀猀 眀攀氀氀Ⰰ 琀漀 愀氀洀漀猀琀 攀瘀攀爀礀漀渀攀 椀渀 琀栀攀 愀搀洀椀渀椀猀琀爀愀琀椀漀渀⸀ 䤀 琀栀愀渀欀 琀栀攀洀 昀漀爀 琀栀攀椀爀 最甀椀搀愀渀挀攀 愀渀搀 琀栀攀椀爀 
瀀愀琀椀攀渀挀攀 椀渀 搀攀愀氀椀渀最 眀椀琀栀 洀攀⸀ 一攀瘀攀爀 戀攀 愀昀爀愀椀搀 琀漀 氀漀猀攀⸀ 䤀 琀栀愀渀欀 洀礀 瀀爀攀搀攀挀攀猀猀漀爀猀Ⰰ 猀琀愀爀琀椀渀最 昀爀漀洀 䐀爀⸀ 
刀愀洀愀欀爀椀猀栀渀愀渀 䐀椀渀搀椀渀最愀氀Ⰰ 䐀爀⸀ 䄀戀栀椀猀栀攀欀 吀愀渀搀漀渀Ⰰ 䐀爀⸀ 刀漀栀椀氀 䴀攀栀琀愀 愀渀搀 猀漀漀渀ⴀ琀漀ⴀ戀攀 䐀爀⸀ 䄀爀樀甀渀 吀愀渀搀漀渀 
眀栀漀 琀愀甀最栀琀 洀攀 琀栀愀琀 攀瘀攀爀礀 琀椀洀攀 礀漀甀 氀漀猀攀Ⰰ 礀漀甀 愀爀攀 氀攀愀爀渀椀渀最 眀栀愀琀 礀漀甀 渀攀攀搀 琀漀 搀漀 椀渀 漀爀搀攀爀 琀漀 眀椀渀 琀栀攀 
渀攀砀琀 琀椀洀攀⸀ 䄀渀搀 氀愀猀琀氀礀Ⰰ 渀攀瘀攀爀 戀攀 愀昀爀愀椀搀 琀漀 栀愀瘀攀 愀渀 愀洀戀椀琀椀漀渀⸀ 䰀攀琀 琀栀愀琀 愀洀戀椀琀椀漀渀 搀爀椀瘀攀 礀漀甀 挀爀愀稀礀Ⰰ 
戀攀挀愀甀猀攀 漀渀氀礀 琀栀攀渀 眀椀氀氀 礀漀甀 瘀愀氀甀攀 眀栀愀琀 礀漀甀 愀挀栀椀攀瘀攀 漀甀琀 漀昀 椀琀⸀
              圀椀琀栀 洀礀 琀攀渀甀爀攀 挀漀洀椀渀最 琀漀 椀琀猀 攀渀搀Ⰰ 䤀 眀漀甀氀搀 氀椀欀攀 琀漀 爀攀洀椀渀搀 愀氀氀 漀昀 礀漀甀 琀漀 樀甀猀琀 猀琀漀瀀Ⰰ 戀爀攀愀琀栀攀 
椀渀 愀渀搀 琀愀欀攀 愀 洀漀洀攀渀琀 琀漀 氀漀漀欀 愀爀漀甀渀搀 礀漀甀⸀ 䔀瘀攀爀礀 瀀攀爀猀漀渀 琀栀愀琀 礀漀甀 猀攀攀 椀渀 琀栀椀猀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀Ⰰ 椀猀 挀愀瀀愀戀氀攀 漀昀 
琀攀愀挀栀椀渀最 礀漀甀 猀漀洀攀琀栀椀渀最 渀攀眀⸀ 䄀渀搀 琀栀愀琀Ⰰ 氀愀搀椀攀猀 愀渀搀 最攀渀琀氀攀洀攀渀Ⰰ 椀猀 琀栀攀 戀攀愀甀琀礀 漀昀 戀攀椀渀最 愀 瀀愀爀琀 漀昀 琀栀椀猀 
昀愀洀椀氀礀⸀ 
圀椀琀栀 洀礀 琀攀渀甀爀攀 挀漀洀椀渀最 琀漀 椀琀猀 攀渀搀Ⰰ 䤀 眀漀甀氀搀 氀椀欀攀 琀漀 爀攀洀椀渀搀 愀氀氀 漀昀 礀漀甀 琀漀 樀甀猀琀 猀琀漀瀀Ⰰ 戀爀攀愀琀栀攀 椀渀 愀渀搀 

       吀栀攀 挀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 爀攀瀀漀爀琀 漀昀 琀栀攀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 椀猀 猀漀洀攀栀漀眀 焀甀椀琀攀 椀渀琀爀椀挀愀琀攀氀礀 椀渀琀攀爀琀眀椀渀攀搀 眀椀琀栀 琀栀攀 
瀀攀爀猀漀渀愀氀 最爀漀眀琀栀 爀攀瀀漀爀琀 漀昀 洀攀 愀渀搀 愀氀氀 琀栀攀 䘀椀渀攀 䄀爀琀猀 匀攀挀爀攀琀愀爀椀攀猀 戀攀昀漀爀攀 洀攀⸀ 䄀渀搀 䤀 欀渀漀眀 䤀 猀瀀攀愀欀 昀漀爀 愀氀氀 漀昀 
琀栀攀洀 眀栀攀渀 䤀 猀愀礀 琀栀愀琀 琀栀攀 挀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 愀挀琀椀瘀椀琀椀攀猀 漀昀 琀栀椀猀 洀椀最栀琀礀 椀渀猀琀椀琀甀琀椀漀渀 樀甀猀琀 氀攀愀瀀猀 椀渀 戀漀琀栀 洀愀最渀椀琀甀搀攀 愀渀搀 
洀攀爀椀琀 攀瘀攀爀礀 礀攀愀爀⸀ 䤀琀 椀猀 栀攀渀挀攀Ⰰ 戀漀琀栀 洀礀 瀀爀椀搀攀 愀渀搀 洀礀 瀀爀椀瘀椀氀攀最攀 琀漀 瀀爀攀猀攀渀琀 琀栀攀 䌀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 刀攀瀀漀爀琀 昀漀爀 琀栀攀 礀攀愀爀 
㈀　㘀ⴀ㜀⸀ 
       圀攀 猀琀愀爀琀攀搀 漀 眀椀琀栀 愀 搀攀氀攀最愀琀椀漀渀 漀昀 㐀 猀琀甀搀攀渀琀猀 琀爀愀瘀攀氀氀椀渀最 愀氀洀漀猀琀 愀挀爀漀猀猀 琀栀攀 瀀攀渀椀渀猀甀氀愀 昀漀爀 
琀栀攀琀栀攀 䄀渀渀甀愀氀 䰀椀琀攀爀愀爀礀 愀渀搀 䌀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 昀攀猀琀 漀昀 䌀栀爀椀猀琀椀愀渀 䴀攀搀椀挀愀氀 䌀漀氀氀攀最攀Ⰰ 嘀攀氀氀漀爀攀 椀渀 䨀甀氀礀 ㈀　㘀⸀ 吀栀攀 昀攀猀琀 眀愀猀 愀 
爀攀瘀攀氀愀琀椀漀渀 椀渀 琀攀爀洀猀 漀昀 琀栀攀 挀爀攀愀琀椀瘀椀琀礀 眀椀琀栀 眀栀椀挀栀 椀琀 眀愀猀 漀爀最愀渀椀稀攀搀⸀ 䄀昀琀攀爀 愀 最爀甀攀氀氀椀渀最 琀栀爀攀攀 搀愀礀猀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 
挀漀氀氀攀最攀 猀琀漀漀搀 琀栀椀爀搀 漀瘀攀爀愀氀氀⸀  伀甀爀 瀀爀漀眀攀猀猀 椀渀 琀栀攀愀琀爀椀挀猀 眀愀猀 愀瀀瀀氀愀甀搀攀搀 愀渀搀 爀攀眀愀爀搀攀搀 眀攀氀氀⸀ 
       吀栀攀 洀漀渀琀栀 漀昀 匀攀瀀琀攀洀戀攀爀 栀愀猀 愀氀眀愀礀猀 戀攀攀渀 洀礀 瀀攀爀猀漀渀愀氀 昀愀瘀漀甀爀椀琀攀 椀渀 琀栀攀 䬀䴀䌀 䌀愀氀攀渀搀愀爀⸀ 
䄀 挀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 攀砀琀爀愀瘀愀最愀渀稀愀 眀愀猀 栀漀猀琀攀搀 椀渀 琀栀椀猀 瘀攀爀礀 氀漀挀愀琀椀漀渀 漀渀 匀攀瀀琀攀洀戀攀爀 㔀琀栀 ㈀　㘀⸀ 䜀愀渀攀猀栀 䌀栀愀琀甀爀琀栀椀 
㈀　㘀 猀愀眀 琀栀攀 氀愀爀最攀猀琀 猀琀愀 瀀愀爀琀椀挀椀瀀愀琀椀漀渀Ⰰ 眀椀琀栀 瀀爀漀氀椀昀椀挀 洀攀洀戀攀爀猀 漀昀 琀栀攀 䬀䴀䌀 䘀愀挀甀氀琀礀 搀愀渀挀椀渀最Ⰰ 猀椀渀最椀渀最 

吀栀攀 
䌀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 
䌀漀渀渀攀挀琀

䈀礀 䴀漀栀愀洀洀攀搀 匀栀愀栀攀攀渀Ⰰ
䘀椀渀攀 䄀爀琀猀 匀攀挀爀攀琀愀爀礀

ᰠ一椀洀戀氀攀 漀渀 洀礀 昀攀攀琀Ⰰ 琀漀渀渀攀猀 漀昀 渀攀爀瘀漀甀猀 
攀渀攀爀最礀 愀渀搀 琀栀攀 猀漀氀椀搀 愀猀猀甀爀愀渀挀攀 琀栀愀琀 琀栀椀猀 椀猀 
琀栀攀 戀攀最椀渀渀椀渀最 漀昀 愀 樀漀甀爀渀攀礀 琀栀愀琀 椀猀 最漀椀渀最 琀漀 

挀栀愀渀最攀 洀攀㨀 䤀 挀愀渀ᤠ琀 瀀爀漀戀愀戀氀礀 戀攀 洀漀爀攀 
愀挀挀甀爀愀琀攀 愀戀漀甀琀 栀漀眀 䤀 昀攀氀琀 眀栀攀渀 漀甀爀 琀攀渀甀爀攀 
猀琀愀爀琀攀搀 漀渀 䨀甀渀攀 㤀琀栀Ⰰ ㈀　㘀⸀ 䄀渀搀 昀爀漀洀 琀栀愀琀 
搀愀礀 漀渀Ⰰ 椀琀ᤠ猀 戀攀攀渀 愀 爀漀氀氀攀爀 挀漀愀猀琀攀爀 爀椀搀攀 漀昀 
攀洀漀琀椀漀渀猀Ⰰ 攀渀攀攀洀漀琀椀漀渀猀Ⰰ 攀渀攀爀最礀 愀渀搀 琀栀攀 戀椀琀琀攀爀ⴀ猀眀攀攀琀 

攀砀栀愀甀猀琀椀漀渀 琀栀愀琀 昀漀氀氀漀眀猀⸀ᴠ



圀䠀䔀一 吀䠀䔀 匀吀唀䐀䔀一吀匀ᤠ 䌀伀唀一䌀䤀䰀 匀䄀吀 䐀伀圀一 吀伀 倀䤀䌀䬀 䄀 
吀䠀䔀䴀䔀 䘀伀刀 吀䠀䔀 夀䔀䄀刀䰀夀 䤀一吀䔀刀䈀䄀吀䌀䠀 ⠀䄀䰀匀伀 䬀一伀圀一 䄀匀 
䴀伀一吀䠀ⴀ䰀伀一䜀ⴀ䌀刀ⴀ䠀䔀䰀䰀⤀Ⰰ 圀䔀 圀䔀刀䔀 匀圀䄀䴀倀䔀䐀 圀䤀吀䠀 
䤀䐀䔀䄀匀⸀ 䔀嘀䔀刀夀吀䠀䤀一䜀 刀䄀一䜀䤀一䜀 䘀刀伀䴀 䤀一吀䔀刀䜀䄀䰀䄀䌀吀䤀䌀 
圀䄀刀䘀䄀刀䔀 吀伀 䄀 吀䔀䰀䔀吀唀䈀䈀夀 匀䠀伀圀䐀伀圀一 圀䄀匀 匀䠀伀吀 
䐀伀圀一 圀䤀吀䠀 䴀唀䌀䠀 䜀唀匀吀伀㬀 倀䄀刀吀䰀夀 䈀䔀䌀䄀唀匀䔀 圀䔀 圀䔀刀䔀 
䐀伀一䔀 圀䤀吀䠀 吀䠀䔀 圀䠀伀䰀䔀 ᠠ䘀伀刀ⴀ圀伀刀䰀䐀ⴀ䐀伀䴀䤀一䄀吀䤀伀一ᤠ 
䤀䐀䔀䄀䤀䐀䔀䄀 ⠀䄀䰀匀伀 倀䄀刀吀䰀夀 䈀䔀䌀䄀唀匀䔀 䤀一吀䔀刀䌀䰀䄀匀匀 䤀匀 一伀吀 䤀一吀䔀刀ⴀ
䌀䰀䄀匀匀 唀一䰀䔀匀匀 䤀吀 䤀匀 䐀䄀刀䬀 䄀一䐀 䜀刀䤀吀吀夀⤀⸀ 䤀一 䘀䄀䌀吀Ⰰ 圀䔀 
䔀一嘀䤀匀䤀伀一䔀䐀 䄀 䌀伀䴀䴀伀一 吀䄀刀䜀䔀吀 䘀伀刀 䄀䰀䰀 吀䠀䔀 
䤀一吀䔀刀䈀䄀吀䌀䠀 吀䔀䄀䴀匀 吀伀 䄀䌀䠀䤀䔀嘀䔀 䄀一䐀 吀䠀䄀吀ᤠ匀 䠀伀圀 吀䠀䔀 
ᰠ匀䤀堀 䌀䠀䄀䴀倀䤀伀一匀 䄀䜀䄀䤀一匀吀 伀一䔀 䐀刀䄀䜀伀一ᴠ 䌀伀一䌀䔀倀吀 
䌀䄀䴀䔀 䤀一吀伀 䈀䔀䤀一䜀⸀ 

䘀唀一 䘀䄀䌀吀㨀 伀唀刀 䐀刀䄀䜀伀一 圀䄀匀 吀伀 䈀䔀 䌀䄀䰀䰀䔀䐀 
ᰠ嘀䄀匀吀唀ᴠ ⠀一伀 倀伀䤀一吀匀 䘀伀刀 䜀唀䔀匀匀䤀一䜀 䠀伀圀 圀䔀 
䄀刀刀䤀嘀䔀䐀䄀刀刀䤀嘀䔀䐀 䄀吀 吀䠀䄀吀 一䄀䴀䔀⤀⸀ ᰠ圀䔀ᤠ刀䔀 一伀吀 䐀伀䤀一䜀 吀䠀䤀匀 
䘀伀刀 䤀一吀䔀刀䌀䰀䄀匀匀Ⰰ 圀䔀ᤠ刀䔀 䐀伀䤀一䜀 吀䠀䤀匀 䘀伀刀 一䔀堀吀 
䴀伀一吀䠀ᴠ ⴀ 䔀嘀䔀刀夀 䌀伀唀一䌀䤀䰀 䈀䄀吀䌀䠀 䔀嘀䔀刀 䘀伀刀䴀䔀䐀 
吀䔀一䐀匀 吀伀 吀䄀䰀䬀 䤀一 吀䔀刀䴀匀 伀䘀 唀吀匀䄀嘀⸀ 䔀嘀䔀一 䈀䔀䘀伀刀䔀 
䤀一吀䔀刀䌀䰀䄀匀匀Ⰰ 圀䔀 䠀䄀䐀 䄀䰀䰀 䘀伀刀䔀匀䔀䔀一 䄀一䐀 䄀䌀䌀䔀倀吀䔀䐀 
吀䠀䔀 䈀䤀䜀䜀䔀刀 䴀伀唀一吀䄀䤀一 吀䠀䄀吀 圀䔀 䠀䄀䐀 吀伀 匀䌀䄀䰀䔀⸀ 
䠀伀唀刀匀 䄀一䐀 䠀伀唀刀匀 伀䘀 䠀䄀刀䐀圀伀刀䬀Ⰰ 䔀堀䔀刀吀䤀伀一 䈀伀吀䠀 
倀䠀夀匀䤀䌀䄀䰀倀䠀夀匀䤀䌀䄀䰀 䄀一䐀 䴀䔀一吀䄀䰀 ⠀䄀一䐀 䘀䤀一䄀一䌀䤀䄀䰀⤀Ⰰ 䠀䄀嘀䤀一䜀 
吀伀 䌀伀一匀吀䄀一吀䰀夀 䬀䔀䔀倀 䔀嘀䔀刀夀伀一䔀 䴀伀吀䤀嘀䄀吀䔀䐀 䄀一䐀 
倀唀䴀倀䔀䐀Ⰰ 䄀一䐀 䴀伀匀吀 伀䘀 䄀䰀䰀Ⰰ 䠀䄀嘀䤀一䜀 吀伀 䐀伀 吀䠀䔀 
匀䄀䴀䔀 吀伀 夀伀唀刀匀䔀䰀䘀⸀

吀䠀䄀吀ᤠ匀 圀䠀䄀吀 唀吀匀䄀嘀 䤀匀 䄀䈀伀唀吀⸀

吀椀洀攀 栀愀猀 琀栀攀 甀渀挀愀渀渀礀 栀愀戀椀琀 漀昀 猀氀漀眀椀渀最 搀漀眀渀 眀栀攀渀 礀漀甀 愀爀攀 椀渀 
愀渀琀椀挀椀瀀愀琀椀漀渀 漀昀 猀漀洀攀琀栀椀渀最⸀ 倀爀愀猀愀渀渀愀 匀椀爀Ⰰ 洀礀 昀愀挀甀氀琀礀 愀搀瘀椀猀漀爀 
⠀眀栀漀 猀甀戀猀攀焀甀攀渀琀氀礀 戀攀挀愀洀攀 洀礀 戀攀猀琀 昀爀椀攀渀搀 愀渀搀 戀椀最最攀猀琀 
攀渀愀戀氀攀爀⤀ 栀愀搀 搀椀猀愀瀀瀀攀愀爀攀搀 椀渀琀漀 琀栀攀 爀漀漀洀 瀀爀攀挀椀猀攀氀礀 猀攀瘀攀渀琀攀攀渀 
洀椀渀甀琀攀猀 戀愀挀欀Ⰰ 戀甀琀 搀攀愀爀 䜀漀搀Ⰰ 椀琀 昀攀氀琀 氀椀欀攀 愀渀 攀琀攀爀渀椀琀礀⸀ 

䘀䘀漀甀爀 搀愀礀猀 漀昀 唀琀猀愀瘀 搀漀眀渀Ⰰ 漀甀爀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 猀琀漀漀搀 愀琀 愀 氀攀愀搀 漀昀 ㈀㘀 
瀀漀椀渀琀猀⸀ 吀眀漀 洀漀爀攀 琀攀愀洀 攀瘀攀渀琀猀 琀漀 最漀㬀 愀渀搀 琀栀攀 猀挀漀爀椀渀最 昀漀爀 䴀愀搀 
䄀搀猀 眀愀猀 戀攀椀渀最 搀漀渀攀 椀渀 琀栀愀琀 琀椀渀礀 唀琀猀愀瘀 漀昀ǻ挀攀 漀甀琀猀椀搀攀 眀栀椀挀栀 䤀 
渀漀眀 眀愀椀琀攀搀⸀ 圀漀爀搀猀 挀愀渀ᤠ琀 瀀攀渀 搀漀眀渀 眀栀愀琀 眀愀猀 最漀椀渀最 琀栀爀漀甀最栀 
洀礀 栀攀愀搀 愀琀 琀栀攀 琀椀洀攀⸀ 䄀瀀愀爀琀 昀爀漀洀 琀栀攀 漀挀挀愀猀椀漀渀愀氀 ᰠ䐀椀搀 礀漀甀 猀攀攀 
䬀䴀䌀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀ᤠ猀 瀀攀爀昀漀爀洀愀渀挀攀㼀ᴠ 琀栀愀琀 洀愀搀攀 洀攀 猀洀椀氀攀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 
挀愀挀欀氀攀 漀昀 琀栀攀 挀爀漀眀搀 漀甀琀猀椀搀攀 匀栀攀渀漀礀ᤠ猀 眀愀猀 樀甀猀琀 渀漀椀猀攀 愀猀 䤀 
瀀愀挀攀搀 戀愀挀欀 愀渀搀 昀漀瀀愀挀攀搀 戀愀挀欀 愀渀搀 昀漀爀琀栀⸀ 匀攀瘀攀渀琀攀攀渀 洀椀渀甀琀攀猀 琀甀爀渀攀搀 椀渀琀漀 
攀椀最栀琀攀攀渀⸀ 一漀琀 攀瘀攀渀 琀栀攀 猀氀椀最栀琀攀猀琀 栀椀渀琀 漀昀 洀漀琀椀漀渀 昀爀漀洀 琀栀愀琀 搀漀漀爀⸀ 

刀攀眀椀渀搀 戀愀挀欀 琀漀 䄀瀀爀椀氀 㐀琀栀 ㈀　㜀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 ǻ爀猀琀 搀愀礀 漀昀 唀琀猀愀瘀⸀ 䄀氀眀愀礀猀 
琀栀攀 洀漀猀琀 椀洀瀀漀爀琀愀渀琀Ⰰ 戀攀挀愀甀猀攀 琀漀 琀栀攀 琀攀愀洀猀 瀀爀愀挀琀椀挀椀渀最 昀漀爀 琀栀攀 
渀攀砀琀 琀栀爀攀攀 搀愀礀猀 戀愀挀欀 椀渀 䰀椀最栀琀栀漀甀猀攀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 渀攀眀猀 琀栀愀琀 䬀䴀䌀 
䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀 椀猀 挀漀洀椀渀最 ǻ爀猀琀 猀攀爀瘀攀猀 愀猀 琀栀攀 猀琀爀漀渀最攀猀琀 洀漀琀椀瘀愀琀漀爀⸀ 
圀攀 猀琀漀瀀瀀攀搀 愀琀 琀栀攀 琀攀洀瀀氀攀 漀渀 琀栀攀 眀愀礀㬀 琀漀 栀愀爀渀攀猀猀 琀栀攀 氀甀挀欀 愀渀搀 
琀栀攀 戀氀攀猀猀椀渀最猀 琀栀愀琀 眀攀 渀攀攀搀攀搀 琀漀 猀甀瀀瀀氀攀洀攀渀琀 琀栀攀 攀昀昀漀爀琀猀 愀渀搀 
琀栀攀 瀀爀愀挀琀椀挀攀 眀攀 栀愀搀 瀀甀琀 椀渀⸀ 匀攀瘀攀渀 瀀漀搀椀甀洀 ǻ渀椀猀栀攀猀 氀愀琀攀爀Ⰰ 䤀 栀愀搀 
琀栀攀 瀀氀攀愀猀甀爀攀 漀昀 戀攀椀渀最 琀栀攀 戀攀愀爀攀爀 漀昀 琀栀攀 戀攀猀琀 渀攀眀猀 琀栀愀琀 挀漀甀氀搀 
栀愀瘀攀 攀瘀攀爀 戀攀攀渀⸀ 䬀䴀䌀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀Ⰰ 䰀攀愀搀椀渀最 戀礀 㐀㈀ 瀀漀椀渀琀猀⸀ 

䐀愀礀 ㈀ 愀渀搀 ㌀ 眀攀渀琀 眀攀氀氀 琀漀漀⸀ 圀椀琀栀 琀栀攀 攀瘀攀爀 爀攀氀椀愀戀氀攀 眀椀渀猀 椀渀 
刀愀渀最漀氀椀 愀渀搀 䴀椀洀椀挀刀愀渀最漀氀椀 愀渀搀 䴀椀洀椀挀爀礀 洀愀爀欀椀渀最 戀漀琀栀 搀愀礀猀Ⰰ 愀渀搀 愀 昀攀眀 猀渀愀稀稀礀 
瀀爀椀稀攀 眀椀渀猀 栀攀爀攀 愀渀搀 琀栀攀爀攀Ⰰ 愀氀氀 眀攀渀琀 眀攀氀氀⸀ 䄀猀 愀 洀愀琀琀攀爀 漀昀 昀愀挀琀Ⰰ 
眀椀琀栀 琀栀攀 眀愀礀 琀栀攀 挀漀洀瀀攀琀椀琀漀爀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀猀 眀攀爀攀 猀琀爀攀愀洀椀渀最 琀漀 猀攀攀 
琀栀攀 爀攀猀甀氀琀猀Ⰰ 椀琀ᤠ搀 戀攀挀漀洀攀 愀 䬀䴀䌀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀 嘀猀 吀栀攀 圀漀爀氀搀 
猀挀攀渀愀爀椀漀⸀ 䄀渀搀 爀椀最栀琀昀甀氀氀礀 猀漀Ⰰ 戀攀挀愀甀猀攀 琀栀爀漀甀最栀漀甀琀 琀栀攀 琀栀爀攀攀 
搀愀礀猀Ⰰ 琀栀攀爀攀 眀愀猀 渀漀琀 漀渀攀 椀渀猀琀愀渀琀 眀栀攀爀攀 眀攀 琀爀愀椀氀攀搀 ⠀䤀 愀氀洀漀猀琀 
搀椀攀搀 眀栀攀渀 漀甀爀 氀攀愀搀 搀爀漀瀀瀀攀搀 琀漀 ㈀ 愀琀 漀渀攀 瀀漀椀渀琀Ⰰ 戀甀琀 琀栀愀琀 眀愀猀 
瀀氀攀愀猀愀渀琀氀礀 猀栀漀瀀氀攀愀猀愀渀琀氀礀 猀栀漀爀琀 氀椀瘀攀搀⤀⸀ 

甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 
甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 
甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 甀琀猀愀瘀ᤠ㜀 
䄀 瘀攀爀礀 愀挀挀甀爀愀琀攀 搀攀猀挀爀椀瀀琀椀漀渀 

漀昀 眀栀愀琀 栀愀瀀瀀攀渀攀搀

㐀㠀 吀䠀䔀 圀䤀一一䤀一䜀 䴀伀䴀䔀一吀 
倀䠀伀吀伀䜀刀䄀倀䠀䔀䐀 䤀一 䄀䰀䰀 䤀吀ᤠ匀 䔀嘀䔀一吀䘀唀䰀 

䜀䰀伀刀夀⸀ 䨀唀匀吀 䰀伀伀䬀 䄀吀 䔀嘀䔀刀夀伀一䔀 
䠀䄀倀倀夀 䈀䔀夀伀一䐀 䴀䔀䄀匀唀刀䔀⸀ 

䰀䰀䔀吀ᤠ匀 䄀䰀匀伀 一伀吀 䘀伀刀䜀䔀吀 吀䠀䔀 䘀䄀䌀吀 
吀䠀䄀吀 嘀䤀䬀䄀匀 䬀䠀䄀一一䄀 䤀匀 匀吀䄀一䐀䤀一䜀 䤀一 

吀䠀䔀 䴀䤀䐀䐀䰀䔀 伀䘀 吀䠀䔀 䘀刀䄀䴀䔀⸀⸀⸀

唀一吀䤀䰀 吀䠀䤀匀 夀䔀䄀刀Ⰰ 䤀䘀 夀伀唀刀 倀刀伀倀 伀刀 夀伀唀刀 䌀伀匀吀唀䴀䔀 
䄀䌀䌀䤀䐀䔀一吀䄀䰀䰀夀 䘀䔀䰀䰀 伀一 匀吀䄀䜀䔀Ⰰ 吀䠀䄀吀 圀䄀匀 䄀 䰀䔀䜀䤀吀 

倀伀䤀一吀 䘀伀刀 䐀䤀匀儀唀䄀䰀䤀䘀䤀䌀䄀吀䤀伀一⸀ 

䰀䔀匀匀 唀吀匀䄀嘀Ⰰ 䴀伀刀䔀 䬀唀刀唀䬀匀䠀䔀吀刀䄀⸀ 

䤀 栀䤀 栀愀瘀攀 爀攀氀椀最椀漀甀猀氀礀 戀攀攀渀 愀 瀀愀爀琀 漀昀 唀琀猀愀瘀 猀椀渀挀攀 洀礀 
ǻ爀猀琀 礀攀愀爀⸀ 䔀椀琀栀攀爀 愀猀 瀀愀爀琀 漀昀 琀栀攀 搀愀渀挀攀 挀爀攀眀 漀爀 
戀攀椀渀最 甀渀挀攀爀攀洀漀渀椀漀甀猀氀礀 愀猀欀攀搀 琀漀 樀漀椀渀 琀栀攀 洀椀洀攀 
琀攀愀洀 愀渀搀 洀愀渀礀 愀 琀椀洀攀 攀瘀攀渀 栀愀瘀椀渀最 琀漀 猀琀愀瀀氀攀 
瀀椀攀挀攀猀 漀昀 昀愀戀爀椀挀 漀渀琀漀 愀 栀愀氀昀ⴀ渀愀欀攀搀 洀漀搀攀氀 洀椀渀甀琀攀猀 
戀攀昀漀爀攀 琀栀攀 昀愀猀栀椀漀渀 猀栀漀眀⸀ 伀昀 挀漀甀爀猀攀Ⰰ 䤀 氀漀瘀攀搀 愀氀氀 
琀栀愀琀⸀ 䤀 氀漀瘀攀 戀攀椀渀最 漀渀 猀琀愀最攀 愀渀搀 䤀 氀椀欀攀 琀栀攀 琀栀爀椀氀氀 琀栀愀琀 
挀漀洀攀猀 眀椀琀栀 挀漀洀瀀攀琀椀琀椀漀渀㬀 戀甀琀 眀栀愀琀 䤀 氀椀挀漀洀攀猀 眀椀琀栀 挀漀洀瀀攀琀椀琀椀漀渀㬀 戀甀琀 眀栀愀琀 䤀 氀椀欀攀 琀栀攀 洀漀猀琀 
愀戀漀甀琀 唀琀猀愀瘀 椀猀 栀漀眀 搀攀攀瀀氀礀 昀愀洀椀氀椀愀氀 漀甀爀 戀漀渀搀 
戀攀挀漀洀攀猀⸀ 䘀漀爀 琀栀漀猀攀 昀漀甀爀 搀愀礀猀Ⰰ 琀栀攀爀攀ᤠ猀 渀漀 椀氀氀ⴀ
昀攀攀氀椀渀最Ⰰ 渀漀 攀最漀 愀渀搀 渀漀 渀攀最愀琀椀瘀椀琀礀⸀ 䨀甀猀琀 愀 戀甀渀挀栀 漀昀 
爀攀愀氀氀礀 琀愀氀攀渀琀攀搀 瀀攀漀瀀氀攀 眀栀漀 戀攀挀漀洀攀 爀攀愀氀氀礀 
挀漀洀昀漀爀琀愀戀氀攀 眀椀琀栀 攀愀挀栀 漀琀栀攀爀 戀攀挀愀甀猀攀 漀昀 琀栀攀椀爀 
愀瀀瀀爀攀挀椀愀琀椀漀渀 漀昀 攀愀挀栀 漀琀栀攀爀ᤠ猀 琀愀氀攀渀琀⸀

倀攀漀瀀氀攀 眀栀漀 猀愀礀 琀栀愀琀 琀栀攀 攀愀猀椀攀猀琀 眀愀礀 琀漀 洀愀欀攀 
昀爀椀攀渀搀猀 椀猀 琀栀爀漀甀最栀 椀渀琀漀砀椀挀愀琀椀漀渀 漀戀瘀椀漀甀猀氀礀 最漀琀 琀栀攀 

洀攀愀渀猀 漀昀 椀渀琀漀砀椀挀愀琀椀漀渀 眀爀漀渀最⸀ 

吀栀攀 栀椀最栀 漀昀 眀椀渀渀椀渀最⸀ 
吀栀愀琀ᤠ猀 眀栀愀琀 戀爀椀渀最猀 甀猀 挀氀漀猀攀爀⸀ 

䤀 栀愀搀 猀愀琀 愀渀搀 爀愀渀 琀栀爀漀甀最栀 琀栀攀 洀愀琀栀 眀椀琀栀 洀礀 
瀀爀攀搀攀挀攀猀猀漀爀 䄀爀樀甀渀 吀愀渀搀漀渀 愀渀搀 漀甀爀 挀甀氀琀甀爀愀氀 
挀漀漀爀搀椀渀愀琀漀爀 匀栀甀戀栀愀洀 愀琀 氀攀愀猀琀 愀 琀栀漀甀猀愀渀搀 
琀椀洀攀猀⸀ 䤀昀 眀攀 瀀氀愀挀攀 椀渀 攀瘀攀渀 漀渀攀 漀昀 琀栀攀 氀愀猀琀 琀栀爀攀攀 
攀瘀攀渀琀猀Ⰰ 眀攀ᤠ搀 猀攀挀甀爀攀 漀甀爀 瀀氀愀挀攀 愀猀 琀栀攀 伀瘀攀爀愀氀氀 
圀椀渀渀攀爀猀⸀ 

䤀 氀漀漀䤀 氀漀漀欀攀搀 愀琀 洀礀 眀爀椀猀琀 眀愀琀挀栀 琀漀 猀攀攀 栀漀眀 氀漀渀最 椀琀 
栀愀搀 戀攀攀渀⸀ 吀栀攀 昀愀挀甀氀琀礀 愀搀瘀椀猀漀爀 昀爀漀洀 䬀䴀䌀 
䴀愀渀椀瀀愀氀 眀愀猀 攀礀攀椀渀最 洀攀 眀椀琀栀 最攀渀甀椀渀攀 挀漀渀挀攀爀渀 
戀攀挀愀甀猀攀 䤀 猀栀漀眀攀搀 愀氀氀 琀栀攀 挀愀爀搀椀渀愀氀 猀椀最渀猀 漀昀 愀渀 
椀洀瀀攀渀搀椀渀最 愀渀砀椀攀琀礀 愀琀琀愀挀欀⸀ 

刀攀愀猀猀甀爀愀渀挀攀 愀渀搀 刀攀愀猀猀甀爀愀渀挀攀 愀渀搀 爀攀氀椀攀昀Ⰰ 洀漀爀攀 漀昀琀攀渀 琀栀愀渀 渀漀琀Ⰰ 
挀漀洀攀猀 昀爀漀洀 琀栀攀 甀渀氀椀欀攀氀椀攀猀琀 漀昀 猀漀甀爀挀攀猀⸀ 䤀渀 漀甀爀 
挀愀猀攀Ⰰ 琀栀椀猀 眀愀猀 琀栀攀 眀愀礀 椀渀 眀栀椀挀栀 猀栀攀 猀洀椀氀攀搀⸀ 

䌀愀氀洀 愀渀搀 猀攀爀攀渀攀Ⰰ 愀猀 椀昀 琀漀 琀攀氀氀 甀猀 琀栀愀琀 
猀栀攀 愀氀爀攀愀搀礀 欀渀攀眀 眀攀 栀愀搀 椀琀 椀渀 琀栀攀 
戀愀最⸀ 吀栀愀琀 爀攀愀猀猀甀爀愀渀挀攀 昀攀氀琀 最漀漀搀⸀ 

匀挀爀愀琀挀栀 琀栀愀琀 ⴀ 䤀琀 昀攀氀琀 昀愀渀琀愀猀琀椀挀⸀ 

䤀 搀椀搀䤀 搀椀搀渀ᤠ琀 栀攀愀爀 琀栀攀 搀漀漀爀 漀瀀攀渀 戀攀栀椀渀搀 
洀攀⸀ 䤀 搀椀搀渀ᤠ琀 栀攀愀爀 倀爀愀猀愀渀渀愀 匀椀爀 猀愀礀 
ᰠ䬀䴀䌀 䴀愀渀最愀氀漀爀攀 挀愀洀攀 ǻ爀猀琀 椀渀 䴀愀搀 
䄀搀猀ᴠ⸀ 䤀 搀椀搀渀ᤠ琀 栀攀愀爀 琀栀攀 琀栀漀甀猀愀渀搀猀 漀昀 栀愀瀀瀀礀Ⰰ 
攀挀猀琀愀琀椀挀 猀琀甀搀攀渀琀猀 眀栀漀ᤠ搀 愀氀爀攀愀搀礀 最漀渀攀 椀渀琀漀 
爀攀瘀攀氀爀礀⸀ 䤀 搀椀搀渀ᤠ琀 栀攀愀爀 愀渀礀琀栀椀渀最⸀ 

䈀攀挀愀甀猀攀 琀栀椀猀 眀愀猀渀ᤠ琀 愀戀漀甀琀 琀栀攀 氀愀猀琀 攀椀最栀琀攀攀渀 
洀椀渀甀琀攀猀 ⠀洀椀渀甀琀攀猀 ⠀礀攀猀Ⰰ 䤀 眀愀猀 欀攀攀瀀椀渀最 琀爀愀挀欀⤀⸀ 吀栀椀猀 眀愀猀 琀栀攀 
挀甀氀洀椀渀愀琀椀漀渀 漀昀 愀 礀攀愀爀ᤠ猀 眀漀爀琀栀 漀昀 攀昀昀漀爀琀⸀ 䔀瘀攀爀礀 
琀栀椀渀最 眀攀 栀愀搀 瀀氀愀渀渀攀搀 愀渀搀 瀀甀琀 椀渀琀漀 攀砀攀挀甀琀椀漀渀 眀愀猀 
愀椀洀攀搀 愀琀 椀渀挀爀攀愀猀椀渀最 漀甀爀 挀栀愀渀挀攀猀 漀昀 搀漀椀渀最 眀攀氀氀 椀渀 
唀琀猀愀瘀⸀ 䤀 欀渀漀眀 䤀 猀瀀攀愀欀 昀漀爀 攀瘀攀爀礀戀漀搀礀 椀渀 漀甀爀 
眀漀渀搀攀眀漀渀搀攀爀昀甀氀 挀漀氀氀攀最攀 眀栀攀渀 䤀 猀愀礀 琀栀愀琀 琀栀攀 戀椀最最攀猀琀 
猀愀琀椀猀昀愀挀琀椀漀渀 愀猀 眀栀攀渀 愀氀氀 琀栀漀猀攀 攀昀昀漀爀琀猀 昀攀氀氀 猀漀 
昀氀愀眀氀攀猀猀氀礀 椀渀琀漀 瀀氀愀挀攀Ⰰ 爀椀最栀琀 椀渀 昀爀漀渀琀 漀昀 漀甀爀 攀礀攀猀⸀ 
伀昀 挀漀甀爀猀攀Ⰰ 椀琀 眀漀甀氀搀伀昀 挀漀甀爀猀攀Ⰰ 椀琀 眀漀甀氀搀渀ᤠ琀 栀愀瘀攀 栀愀瀀瀀攀渀攀搀 椀昀 渀漀琀 昀漀爀 
琀栀攀 琀栀漀甀猀愀渀搀猀 漀昀 瀀攀漀瀀氀攀 眀漀爀欀椀渀最 眀椀琀栀 挀氀漀挀欀眀漀爀欀 
瀀爀攀挀椀猀椀漀渀 愀渀搀 瀀椀渀瀀漀椀渀琀 愀挀挀甀爀愀挀礀 ⴀ 琀栀攀 氀椀猀琀 琀漀 
琀栀愀渀欀 椀猀 攀渀搀氀攀猀猀 愀渀搀 䤀ᤠ洀 愀氀爀攀愀搀礀 漀昀昀 洀礀 眀漀爀搀 
氀椀洀椀琀⸀ 

伀甀爀 最爀愀琀椀琀甀搀攀 琀漀 伀甀爀 最爀愀琀椀琀甀搀攀 琀漀 礀漀甀Ⰰ 琀栀攀 愀爀琀椀猀愀渀猀 眀栀漀 挀愀爀瘀攀搀 琀栀椀猀 
琀爀漀瀀栀礀Ⰰ 椀猀 愀猀 琀椀洀攀氀攀猀猀 愀猀 琀栀攀 搀攀搀椀挀愀琀椀漀渀 礀漀甀 
猀栀漀眀攀搀 琀漀眀愀爀搀猀 唀琀猀愀瘀⸀

ᰠ刀䔀䄀匀匀唀刀䄀一䌀䔀 䄀一䐀 
刀䔀䰀䤀䔀䘀Ⰰ 䴀伀刀䔀 伀䘀吀䔀一 
吀䠀䄀一 一伀吀Ⰰ 䌀伀䴀䔀匀 䘀刀伀䴀 
吀䠀䔀 唀一䰀䤀䬀䔀䰀䤀䔀匀吀 伀䘀 

匀伀唀刀䌀䔀匀⸀ᴠ



Volunteer Services 
Organization

The Volunteer Services Organization (VSO) is an NGO of Manipal University which 
aims to lend a helping hand to this world that we inhabit. As we stand, at present, we 
are a reinvigorated effort. Having been dormant for a few years, operations have been 
reinstated under the dynamic leadership of our faculty advisor, Dr. Ramesh Holla. A 
handful of heretics here, a few social justice crusaders there and a few more forced 
volunteers than we'd care to mention. While our group may be small, our hearts, 
fortunately, are large. But before we bore  you with exaggerated self proclamations, 
perhaps what matters most is the why of it all. What do we get in return ? In many ways, 
simply nothing. We will be no more famous. None of us shall appear on television 
tomorrow. No great opportunities will come knocking on our door. Yet, we have come 
off better from it all. We have experienced love. Seen happiness in the smile of the boy 
whose scorched soles were salvaged through the efforts of Daan Utsav. Shared the joy 
of the mother whose children we helped clothe. We have lived, loved, laughed it all, 
and look forward to the prospect of more to follow. In our time at VSO, we have seen 
ourselves grow. And for a few days a week, and a few weeks a month, and a few 
months a year, we become more than ourselves. Now isn't that a beautiful thing ?  

   1. Daan Utsav - Act of kindness 
challenge, rice bucket challenge, 
footwear donation drive, living 
facilities for the destitute ward, 
water purifiers in Government 

Wenlock Hospital

2.  Clothes donation drive 

3. Earth hour Anti Pollution drive

Past projects

   1. Establishment of 
libraries in GWH.

2. Interactive art 
sessions in RAPCC.

 
3. Environmental 

research in 
collaboration with the 
Anti-Pollution Drive

n 2015 The United Nations launched 'The Global Goals for Sustainable Development', a series of ambitious targets to end extreme Ipoverty, �ght inequality and injustice, and �x climate change for everyone by 2030. If the Goals are met, they ensure the health, 
safety, and future of the planet for everyone on it. And their best chance of being met is if everyone on the planet is aware of 

them. Hence it has been rightly called Project everyone. While this is an ambitious project, and college students like you and I are 
yearning to make a difference, you might say "But, I'm perpetually broke. I hardly have any time. I have no real power to make a 
change in the world. How can I contribute?" 

Goal #3 - Good 
Health and Well-

Being  
If you are healthy 

and able to, donate 
blood every 3 

months. Sign up for 
organ donation. You 
could live on even 

after death, and help 
save someone's life.

Goal #4 - Quality 
Education 

Volunteer at your 
local government 

school, or at an 
orphanage, interact 
with the kids there, 
teach them, make 

learning fun for them.

Goal #5 - Gender 
Equality 

While it may seem 
dif�cult, you can try 
to affect a change in 
mindset the people 

around you. Show the 
world how not all 

gendered stereotypes 
actually stick. This can 
only happen through 

conversation.

Goal #6 - Clean 
Water & Sanitation  
Organisations like the 
VSO donate feminine 
hygiene supplies and 

water puri�ers to 
their af�liated 

hospitals. You could 
join hands with them 

for such projects.

Goal #7 - 
Affordable & Clean 

Energy 
Instead of using an 
electric table lamp, 
use a solar powered 

one instead. 
Encourage others to 

do the same. Suggest 
your institution to 

also look into solar-
powered energy for 
the entire building.

Goal #8 - Decent 
Work and Economic 

Growth
Study hard, pass out 
with �ying colours, 
become a good tax-
paying citizen of the 

country! It's that 
simple.

Goal #9 - Industry, 
Innovation, and 

Infrastructure  While 
big brands are always 

alluring, still, whenever 
possible, try to promote 
small, indigenous, up-

and-coming companies. 
Instead of always 
shopping at your 
neighbourhood 

supermarket, try to buy 
from your local grocery 

store. 

Goal #10-Reduced 
Inequalities

Be it based on class, 
religion, race, gender, 

sexuality-whenever you 
see someone being 
bigoted or hostile or 

discriminatory towards 
any group, stand up and 

make it known that 
such behaviour is not 
welcome in a civilised 

society, a small 
conversation helps

Goal #11 -Sustainable 
Cities and Communities 

You might need the 
backing of your institution, 

or your parents in this 
regard. Encourage systems 
like rainwater harvesting, 

composting waste 
material, renewable 

sources of energy like solar 
energy, in your place of 
work or home. It might 

take some time - but take 
the �rst step towards 

making a change.

Goal #12 - Responsible 
Consumption and 

Production 
Become a wise shopper. 

Don�t buy unless you 
absolutely need to. 

Develop a system of 
community sharing - eg: 
share your iron with your 
roommate, while you use 
their kettle. Don't simply 
throw things away if they 

don't work, try to get 
them repaired �rst.

Goal #13 - 
Climate 
action 

Tried and 
tested - go 

plant a tree.

Goal #14 - Life 
below Water 

Don't litter when 
you go to the 
beach. Use a 

trash can. 
Encourage 

others to do the 
same.

Goal #15 - Life 
on Land  

Don�t litter when 
you're walking 

down the street. 
Use a trash can. 

Encourage 
others to do the 

same.

Goal #16 - Peace, Justice 
and Strong Institutions  

Use your rights as a citizen 
of this country. If you ever 
see any discrepancy in a 
matter of justice, �le an 
RTI. If you ever see any 

unlawful activity, �le a PIL. 
Do not stay quiet in the 

face of adversity. You must 
ask yourself - "If not me, 
who? If not now, when?� 

Look around you - harness 
the collective energy of all 

the youth around you.

Goal #17 - 
Partnerships for 

the Goals 
For every positive 

step that you take -
Encourage others 

to do the same.Just 
like I did through 

this article.

Goal #1 - No Poverty
You could join hands 
with an organisation 

like VSO, which 
continually works 
towards bringing 

equity to all classes of 
people, through 

various fund-raising 
and awareness 

programs.

Goal #2 - Zero 
Hunger

Engage in events like 
"Rice Bucket 

Challenge" conducted 
by the VSO, which 

aims at raising food 
grains for those in 

need.

Source : 
https://www.project-

everyone.org/



1st in Total Marks 
(Final Year MBBS, Part I )

1st in Total Marks 
(Final Year MBBS, Part II )

Krithika D. Shenoy

1st in Paediatrics

Swathi M.
1st in Medicine

Laksita Joshi

1st in Total Marks 
(Final Year MBBS, Part I )

1st in E.N.T.

Arjun Tandon

1st in Community 

Medicine

Anam Anil 

Alwani

1st in Pharmacology

College Day Award Ceremony 18th March 2017
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Ever since its inception in 1953, Kasturba Medical College & Hospitals has ourished under the 
able leadership of our founder Dr. Tonse Madhav Ananth Pai. To commemorate his visionary 
spirit, every year we celebrate College Day, to recognize and award the achievements of 
the year gone by. The multitude of students made their way to the TMA Pai Hall, on of 
the 17th March, to take part in the college day events. The evening commenced 
with an invocation to the almighty, the lighting of  the lamp, and a oral tribute 
to our founder, Dr. TMA Pai. This was followed by the customary annual 
college report, presented by our Dean, Dr. M. Venkatraya Prabhu.Our 
chief guest for the occasion was world-renowned surgeon and 
philanthropist, Dr. K.M Cherian. This alumnus of KMC, 
Mangalore is a pioneer of cardiac surgery in India, and a 
philanthropist – working with his Dr.K.M. Cherian Heart 
Foundation. The prize distribution ceremony was 
greeted with much enthusiasm and applause by all 
present – students, their family and faculty alike. 
Meritorious undergraduate and post-
graduate students were awarded for their 
outstanding academic performance. 
Research scholars were recognized 
for their contribution to scientific 
literature. Professors who 
published books during 
the year of 2016 were 
conferred wi th 
accolades.



Research is an integral part of a medico's life, and if  started at 
the level of MBBS, it helps one go a long way. To promote 
research at the undergraduate level, our college has instated 
the Manipal University Students Research Forum (MUSRF), 
a student-driven body that organises research events and 
helps students take a step forward in the direction of 
research.

It is said that "what we find in research affects who we become". 
And this change has been evident in the students of KMC, 
Mangaluru, as seen on 27th February 2017, when the MUSRF 
held "Students Research Day 2017" to showcase the research 
done by the students throughout the year, in the form of case 
reports, posters and oral presentations.The event also had three 
talks by visiting dignitaries that further piqued the scientific 
curiosity of the students.

Scientific research consists of seeing what everyone else has 
seen but thinking what no one else has thought. And for those 
worthy students with the scientific bent of mind, two research 
grants are awarded annually, namely the ICMR STS Grant and 
the MU Grant - to further encourage the students and to some 
extent aid their scientific journey. On Research Day, the 
recipients were awarded their grants along with certificates.

"Follow the evidence wherever it leads and question 
everything you see on the way "- that is the mantra that we 
as pursuants of knowledge live by. The journey is far from 
over, as we have a number of projects lined up for the 
future, and are eager to see the students' continued 
enthusiasm for acquiring knowledge. That is the true 
essence of research.

MANIPAL UNIVERSITY STUDENTS' RESEARCH FORUM

MUSRF President - Subham Sarthak addressing the audience

Case Presentation 

Lighting of the Lamp event, by honourable dignitaries
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Meanwhile, in Manipal, in the year 1953, Dr. Thonse Madhav Ananth 
Pai's vision finally became reality. The Kasturba Medical College was 
now up and running in full swing, with the pre – medical wing in 
Manipal and the clinical departments here in Mangalore, associated with 
the Government Wenlock Hospital and Lady Goschen Hospital. The 

thfirst ever classes in the Mangalore campus were held on January 4 , 
1956. When the first batch of students passed out in 1959, the college was 
recognized not only by the Medical Council of India, but also the 
General Medical Council of the United Kingdom – ours being the first 
college in the country to be awarded this prominent recognition.Back in 
the day, classes were held in the first floor of the Popular Building on 
K.S. Rao Road and an auditorium used to be where the present 
MCODS building now stands

The hospital in Manipal came into being in the 
year 1970, and in the 1977, the pre-clinical wing 
opened up in Mangalore. The year 1980 saw the 
two colleges being separated. The last of the 
“vintage” batches boasted of none other than our 
very own, beloved Dean and Associate Dean. 
The detachment of the two colleges meant that 
the prestigious T.M.A. Pai Gold Medal, the 
blue ribbon prize for academic excellence, was 
also given separately to both colleges. The first 
recipient for the Mangalore campus was Dr. 
Anand Kini.

KMC Chronicles

The first building of undivided KMC at Manipal in 1953

Manipal 

Manipal with Dr. T.M.A. Pai

Dr. Tonse Madhav 
Ananth Pai
(1898 - 1979)

"Drops of water make the mighty ocean. Things individually 

beyond the reach of accomplishment become miraculously 

easy with collective effort. Though you cannot float a needle 

on the back of a single drop, the heavy burdens of world 

trade are carried on by the ocean."

Fun fact – the In Patient block was built by the 
Madras Government, but the Out Patient block 

was built by the Mysore State. The bridge 
connecting the two blocks remains a symbol of 
solidarity in times of unrest between the two 

neighbours.

Needless to say, this has now transcended 
religion and region to become one of the 
most eagerly awaited festivals in the city. 
The highlight of the festivities in the 
Teachers' Skit, put up, with great 
enthusiasm, by the teaching staff, and 
thoroughly enjoyed by the students. Another 
event which attracted audiences from all 
over the city is the the inter-collegiate 
Music competition. This two-day event 

th thwas held on the 16  and 17  of August, and 
the staff were often requested for passes by 
members of the general public to attend it. 
Another event held to jam packed crowds 
was the Inter-collegiate Quiz competition, 
conducted by Dr. Srinivasan for over 2 
decades. 

Tiger Circle
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Anatomy Museum – Dr. Godbole

Anatomy and Physiology Blocks

The Academy of General  - Head Headquarters

Red and Yellow Blocks

Physiology Block

KMC Hospital

A 
Visionary

1985 -Intertain
1986 - Art Attack
1987(-88) - Youth Fest
1989 - Impulse
1990 - Euphoria
1991 - Sangharsh
1992 - Star Wars
1993 - Blitzkreig
1994 - Exorcizm 
1995 - Alchemy
1996 - Armageddon
1997 - Cosmos
1998 - Panacea
2000 - Gizmo 
2001 - Orion
2002 - Cornucopia
2003 - Manthan
2004 - Atlantis
2005 - Utopia
2006 - Mausoleum
                                                  |
2017 - Renegade
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Inter-tain 1985
Impulse 1989

Star wars 1992

Alchemy  
1995

Panacea 1998

Gizmo
2000

Orion 2001

Cosmos 1997

And, The trophy 
goes to the 

Council Batch!!
Surprise!
Surprise!

Junior:
Why do we 
even try?

WOOT!
AW YEAH!
PARTEH!!
YEAH!!

Manthan 
2003 Utopia 2005

Atlantis 
2004

Mausoleum
2006

Yeahhhh...
I'm sure it 

does, sweety.

DOMINION 2013 
"KMC Chronicles"

Helping hands from 
Dr Preeti Gopal and Dr. Snigdha Bhatia ,

Magazine Editors of Student Council 2010 -11 and 2012 - 13
respectively.

Don't even
ask.

Sources :
"Interclass through the Years"

KMC Library Archives,
Golden Jubilee Souvenir - Swarnanjali (2002-03)

Dr. Gyvi Gaurav, Editor 

 

Cornucopia
 2002 

Interclass through the Years



GRIMOIRE
2014

Inferno
2015



Tarkash 2016
Aedith Has awoken.

Actaeon

The Warrior

Haetyra
The Enchantress

ervering

The Veteran

Ta'WAq

The Oracle

dorado
The Sorcerer

Irayna

The ASSASSIN



6 Clans, One Common Enemy.



Dear Doctor

Dear physician
I have grown old
My body is frail with chronic diseases
Sometimes I am disoriented
My speech is slurred
I am now slower in everything I do
It is my wish that you can handle me 
with gentleness
In relieving my pain and suffering

Dear surgeon
Upon hearing the word tumor
I have a panic attack
Though it is benign
As a surgery is advised
I am worried and terrified
It is my wish that you can explain 
everything in detail
To calm my anxious mind

Dear obstetrician
The loud cries of my baby
Sweep all my worries away
My angel is finally here
I am delighted
I can no longer feel any pain
It is my wish to share my happiness 
with you
Thank you for keeping my baby and I 
safe

Dear pediatrician
Please accept my sincere apology
I have had fever for days
I am feeling the utmost discomfort
I have no way of expressing my 
feelings
I keep crying
It is my wish that you can treat me 
patiently
So that I can have a speedy recovery

Dear doctors
Thank you for your patience
Thank you for your understanding
Thank you for your professionalism
Thank you

   

Yew Ze Ying
(Batch of 2013)
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Once in a while, we meet people 
who should belong in our ephemeral 
lives. Yet, fail to have them stay a 
while. Almost always, it's because of 
our human fallacies. The poem 
broods over the bittersweet existence 
of ours, and reflects on life's many 
chances at amending broken 
relationships. Can the hurt have 
enough power to keep away the 
manifold happiness we could've had? 
Could we turn back the sands of time 
to see if things turn out different... if 
only we tried? 

hey welcomed us to college life. Gave us requisite warnings. As teachers always T do. They created a second home for us. Took on a guardian's role too. Our 
inspiration, our idols. Ever wondered about the little cherubs that came before 

all that? Here's a new face of the teachers who we still salute.

3

Guess KMC's 
"Who's who?"

1. Dr. M.V. Prabhu. 
2. Dr. Pratik Kumar Chatterjee
3.Dr. Sneha Shetty  
4.Dr. Subbalakshmi NK  
5.Dr. Rekha D Kini  

1 2

3
4

5

6

7

8

6. Dr. Bhagyalakshmi K   

8. Dr. Nayanatara AK
7. Dr. Vinodini NA

#translated

Ahamedunissa



Hair greying on the sides, 
Eyes twinkling as you smile, 

That all-knowing grin, 
Warms my heart from within. 

Those big spectacles, 
Inside that beaten up case, 

Which has obviously seen much better days, 
Still in your sentimental possession. 

From humble beginnings, your journey had begun, 
Often toiling beyond slumber to make ends meet, 

Ultimately, 
A seed was sown;

That soon germinated into a sapling of prosperity. 

Day by Day, 
I realised your importance, 

Like a lamp, 
Whose light shines the brightest, 

Only when darkness blankets the rest. 

Your stupidity, 
Your arrogance, 

Your hilarity, 
And of course your chivalry, 

Still within the grasp of your palm, 
Like the constellation of stars that dot the new moon sky, 

Your demeanour offers utmost tranquillity and calm. 

The way you drive the car, 
Like a bullock cart on roads of tar, 

Drives even the most patient of men crazy, 
Though safety comes first after all. 

I’ve always wanted to see you flaunt a stubble, 
Trust me, You would give even Clooney, 

A run for his money. 
I wouldn’t want to make a hideous understatement, 

By claiming you the most handsome of them all. 

But now I know why Amma chose you, 
And only you,

Since you also have the intellect as the cherry on the top. 
Even today, 
I still recall. 

As you walk through the corridors of your second abode, 
Those fortunate enough to steal a glance, 

Have utmost respect, 
Sculpted on their visage. 

I don’t have many role models in life, 
But of the few, I look up to, 

Your name definitely resonates in my mind, 
As a man who unflinchingly moved mountains, 

For the benefit of his kind. 

I hope this humble attempt of mine, 
To pen down a modest rhyme, 

Does not go in vain. 

8 9
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- Shashank Manda 

Background Art by Navin  Mallya 

8. Dr. Mangala M. Pai
9. Dr. Latha V. Prabhu
10.Dr. Mamatha T.
11. Dr.Rukmini MS 
12.Dr. Poornima Manjrekar
13.Dr. Beena Shetty

The Man
Who Moved Mountains

10

13

Hair greying on the sides, 
Eyes twinkling as you smile, 

That all-knowing grin, 
Warms my heart from within. 

Those big spectacles, 
Inside that beaten up case, 

Which has obviously seen much better days, 
Still in your sentimental possession. 

From humble beginnings, your journey had begun, 
Often toiling beyond slumber to make ends meet, 

Ultimately, 
A seed was sown;

That soon germinated into a sapling of prosperity. 

Day by Day, 
I realised your importance, 

Like a lamp, 
Whose light shines the brightest, 

Only when darkness blankets the rest. 

Your stupidity, 
Your arrogance, 

Your hilarity, 
And of course your chivalry, 

Still within the grasp of your palm, 
Like the constellation of stars that dot the new moon sky, 

Your demeanour offers utmost tranquillity and calm. 

The way you drive the car, 
Like a bullock cart on roads of tar, 

Drives even the most patient of men crazy, 
Though safety comes first after all. 

Hair greying on the sides, 
Eyes twinkling as you smile, 

That all-knowing grin, 
Warms my heart from within. 

Those big spectacles, 
Inside that beaten up case, 

Which has obviously seen much better days, 
Still in your sentimental possession. 

From humble beginnings, your journey had begun, 
Often toiling beyond slumber to make ends meet, 

Ultimately, 
A seed was sown;

That soon germinated into a sapling of prosperity. 

Day by Day, 
I realised your importance, 

Like a lamp, 
Whose light shines the brightest, 

Only when darkness blankets the rest. 

Your stupidity, 
Your arrogance, 

Your hilarity, 
And of course your chivalry, 

Still within the grasp of your palm, 
Like the constellation of stars that dot the new moon sky, 

Your demeanour offers utmost tranquillity and calm. 

The way you drive the car, 
Like a bullock cart on roads of tar, 

Drives even the most patient of men crazy, 
Though safety comes first after all. 

I’ve always wanted to see you flaunt a stubble, 
Trust me, You would give even Clooney, 

A run for his money. 
I wouldn’t want to make a hideous understatement, 

By claiming you the most handsome of them all. 

But now I know why Amma chose you, 
And only you,

Since you also have the intellect as the cherry on the top. 
Even today, 
I still recall. 

As you walk through the corridors of your second abode, 
Those fortunate enough to steal a glance, 

Have utmost respect, 
Sculpted on their visage. 

I don’t have many role models in life, 
But of the few, I look up to, 

Your name definitely resonates in my mind, 
As a man who unflinchingly moved mountains, 

For the benefit of his kind. 

I hope this humble attempt of mine, 
To pen down a modest rhyme, 

Does not go in vain. 

I’ve always wanted to see you flaunt a stubble, 
Trust me, You would give even Clooney, 

A run for his money. 
I wouldn’t want to make a hideous understatement, 

By claiming you the most handsome of them all. 

But now I know why Amma chose you, 
And only you,

Since you also have the intellect as the cherry on the top. 
Even today, 
I still recall. 

As you walk through the corridors of your second abode, 
Those fortunate enough to steal a glance, 

Have utmost respect, 
Sculpted on their visage. 

I don’t have many role models in life, 
But of the few, I look up to, 

Your name definitely resonates in my mind, 
As a man who unflinchingly moved mountains, 

For the benefit of his kind. 

I hope this humble attempt of mine, 
To pen down a modest rhyme, 

Does not go in vain. 



Paradox
Simran Jain  

"This moment will just be another story someday" 
But right now, amidst the cacophony of sounds, 
As I stand, shrouded by the cloak of invisibility; 

Craving to be acknowledged, 
Loneliness holds me in its bounds. 

With diffidence smothering my mind, 
And insecurities overwhelming my being; 

"I know I'm thinking too fast again", 
Yet try as I might, I cannot make it stop; 

Till I hear his soothing voice, gently comforting. 

The loving demeanour and tender gaze, 
His feather light touch igniting a spark; 

"We were just together, that was enough", 
And though not a word was spoken, 

Our feet coordinated in the dark. 

Gliding away, the din ceased to exist, 
And there descended a calm;

As the rain played out its first notes, 
Making time stand still; 

"I closed my eyes because I wanted to know nothing but his 
arms"

And as the melody began to flow, 
Through the silence of the twilight; 
Enveloping me in a warm embrace, 

He twirled me around, 
"And in that moment, I swear we were infinite".

Like a blossomed flower, 
She radiates happiness all around her, 
Into minds and into souls.
She moves with an energy,
With a vibrancy and a charm,
That many can only imagine. 
Her spirits are alive and so is her heart,
That works along with the mind.
Her soul speaks, yet no one listens.
Her eyes say, yet no one hears.
Her smile tells stories, yet no one cares. 
She still moves ahead, and sprinkles love,
On everyone she meets. 
She is but a bundle of joy and a cauldron of love, 
That leaks gradually,
Into the souls of many,
and the hearts of all. 
She is like a beam of light;
She shines without trying. 
She moves with a grace,
that people embrace.
She is as fresh as the spring,
And as warm as the summer. 
They all smile and they all sigh.
For they have never seen anyone like her
And they never will.
It is in her heart to spread love, 
To one and all. 
There is happiness within and around her,
And in those who surround her. 

Aayushi Jhawar

Her

Of Cliches For Wallflowers
Esha Malik 

Background Art by Rizana Riyaz

Esha Malik 

Background Sketch by Esha Malik

If  only I had an answer,
An answer to why I feel. 
Tears would never have existed.
Existence itself wouldn't have been real.

If  only I had a solution,
A solution to my pain.
No colour could've filled the void.
A void of monotony would've remained.

If  only I could see the end,
The end of the phase of the dark.
It would've marked the end. 
The end of light, words and art.

If  only I could be at ease,
At ease with the half, I hold.
Heights would've been unexplored.
Unexplored by the brave and bold. 

If  only I had the heart to leave,
Leave the ones who never stayed.
If  only. 

The dark void still craving for the feel, LIGHT!
The light meant to ease the pain but betrayed!



I am a woman,
I am innocence, I’m charm, I’m gaiety,

I’m a river of ricocheting emotions,
I’m ebullient, winsome and mitigating,

I’m a girl who once dreamt of inhabiting 
the petals of fairytales,

Gyrating through velvety phases, becoming 
a woman.

I’m a spring breeze just beginning to take 
flight,

I’m the breadth of God, the cradle of light,
I am boundless potential as great as the sky,
I am tucked into a body that itself creates 

life.
 

Or, maybe, I’m not.
As I lay here in anguish, I think,

I am utterly helpless caught up in the web 
of human trafficking,

I am kidnapped by evil perpetrators,
Exploited by drunken men time and again,

I am trapped in this acid-burnt skin,
I am the murderer of my daughter,

I am exhausted by the rampant misogyny,
Sick of the patriarchy that seeps deep and 

the endless anxiety.
 

And as my soul tries to break free of the 
shackles of society,

A quiet voice inside me wonders,
Who am I?

Who am I ? 
  Nupur Chauhan 

In the dim lit shady lawn,
You were scared to even yawn.

The horror of unknown,
Perturbed you cause you were all alone.

Evil spirits, ghosts and vampires,
If  that's what made your blood run cold,

Then you really need to hold.
Maybe the lit crowded streets,

Where all smile and greet,
That's the perfect seat.

If  that's so what you will face is defeat.

Because you chose,
An act where most do a deed,

Out of lust and greed.

He who wears a Piaget and drinks wine,
Just hired a mother's sunshine.

That little soul works day and night,
Just to a get a supper and sleep tight.

A place where guilty wander freely,
And Innocent bleed profusely.

Maybe she could one day shine so bright,
But her future faded that night,
Such that no one stood to fight.

After all, he was a man so recognised.

We live here where everyone is ready to 
moan.

But can you really get up and own?
High time we realise what to dread?

Cause nothing but just the mirror is to be 
read.

Fear the Known
Shreyanshi Gupta 

In the land of black and white,
There was once a black pawn,
From the moment she was born,
She was told to destroy the white pieces at all costs,
She was taught the tongue of torture and depravity,

The mind of brutal incision & kill,
A heart of sorrow, hatred & death,
An emotion of extreme savage,
An intellect of terror & delusion,
An imagination of vile ideas, macabre and gruesome,
But deep inside as the battle waged and countless lives were lost,
The weak surrendered and those who stood up were shot,

She questioned herself if  killing and violence was really the answer,
As we extinguish life in others, doesn’t the light within us die?
Aren’t both my black pawn brethren and white adversaries 
carved out of the same wood and sculpted into the same form?
And, that we only differ in colour,

But, colours can’t define us, I’m more than just black or white,
I’m a myriad of kaleidoscopes, I’m the light that shines bright,
Finally, she reaches the other side of the patterned board,
Her hard work pays off; she’s crowned the new Black queen,

And now she’s urged by her colour to kill the White king,
His throat is at her blade's tip, and her bones clatter in fright,
The cruelty and antipathy make her think if  she’s doing right?
‘NO’, the voice echoes inside as she firmly decides,
‘It’s not worth it, I’ll just let the king escape alive’,
Deep contours and dividing space,

But, we’re all one human race,
The discrimination and war, the hate and scorn,
Has to come to an end to let morals prevail,
Protest, let the bigotry cause all unrest.
Speak up, stand now for the innumerable dead,

Until all that remains is red,
In the land of blacks and whites.
And there dawned a new rule, a rule of equality and peace,
Everyone finally realised the heart of vivid colour beneath,
And, the Star - Spangled Banner eventually did grace,
Irrespective of every class, colour, creed or race.

Shatranj
Nupur Chauhan

In the land of black and white,
There was once a black pawn,
From the moment she was born,
She was told to destroy the white pieces at all costs,
She was taught the tongue of torture and depravity,

The mind of brutal incision & kill,
A heart of sorrow, hatred & death,
An emotion of extreme savage,
An intellect of terror & delusion,
An imagination of vile ideas, macabre and gruesome,
But deep inside as the battle waged and countless lives were lost,
The weak surrendered and those who stood up were shot,

She questioned herself if  killing and violence was really the answer,
As we extinguish life in others, doesn’t the light within us die?
Aren’t both my black pawn brethren and white adversaries 
carved out of the same wood and sculpted into the same form?
And, that we only differ in colour,

But, colours can’t define us, I’m more than just black or white,
I’m a myriad of kaleidoscopes, I’m the light that shines bright,
Finally, she reaches the other side of the patterned board,
Her hard work pays off; she’s crowned the new Black queen,

And now she’s urged by her colour to kill the White king,
His throat is at her blade's tip, and her bones clatter in fright,
The cruelty and antipathy make her think if  she’s doing right?
‘NO’, the voice echoes inside as she firmly decides,
‘It’s not worth it, I’ll just let the king escape alive’,
Deep contours and dividing space,

But, we’re all one human race,
The discrimination and war, the hate and scorn,
Has to come to an end to let morals prevail,
Protest, let the bigotry cause all unrest.
Speak up, stand now for the innumerable dead,

Until all that remains is red,
In the land of blacks and whites.
And there dawned a new rule, a rule of equality and peace,
Everyone finally realised the heart of vivid colour beneath,
And, the Star - Spangled Banner eventually did grace,
Irrespective of every class, colour, creed or race.



Ashir Sharma Ashir Sharma

Varun Holla

Rizana Riyaz

Sharath Nandhibhattia

Sharath Nandhibhattia
Jin Xiang Lui

Jin Xiang Lui
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PiyushDonald



You feel so many things at once, 
The train of thoughts in your head 

Doesn't feel real anymore 
You think writing about these feelings,

Will slow down their pace 
You think writing about these thoughts, 

Will clear your cloudy head
Maybe be the skies will be blue again. 

Maybe you can think "rationally" again. 
But you realize 

That the mush of words sitting in front of you
Made much more sense in your head

But baby, 
Don't you strike off those words 
Don't you tear down those pages 

Don't you stop writing 
Don't you try to stop feeling 

Because someday, 
Someone will read these strings of words 

Which you felt were just randomly tied together 
And get exactly what you meant 

Someday, 
these words will be the source of light
To someone stuck in a deep dark hole 

Someday,
To someone,

This illegible, nonsensical mess in the last page of your notebook 
Will be the only thing that makes sense 
Someday, someone will find their calm 

In the storm that surrounds them
Because of these words you wrote 

This clutter of words, 
Will probably be the most beautiful thing 

Someone might have come across. 
This someone, can be anyone 

This someone, might as well be yourself. 
And baby, 
that day, 

You will realize 
That maybe, 

You are not worthless after all.

What happens when you put a KMC Power Couple in front of a camera 
and ask them the silliest of personal questions? Well, we doubled that!

From,  , to"I'd save my Badminton Racquet, if I was in a fire"
"I find her Intense looks quite charming" ,
See it all on :  https://youtu.be/Cd5wZrJgC5Q 
Or Just type " " in Youtube Search barDouble Date with Destiny
So Grab some snacks and enjoy the drama that ensues, as we roll out 
tricky questions, that could easily risk the possibility of one not getting 
dinner that night.

Sit back and enjoy this First-of-it's-kind ,KMC - Editorial Board's very own 
Video Montage based off from the spin-off popular romedy Reality Show "He 
said, She said"- featuring a friendly tete-e-tete between the two couples     , 
Dr M.V. Prabhu - Dr Latha V. Prabhu Dr Anand Kini - Dr Hema Kini. and 
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Me mind fell a dizzying height
First came blackness ,than light so bright

There was I in me sparse ,wee room
Covered with a rag that'd nay seen a loom

Back to me right mind,
And afore I could unwind

Me mistress's voice called out,
"Is that girl ever about?"

Dithering,scurrying I jumped up-
Till another sight made me gulp

Rained about me pitiful bedding :
Petals of a poisonous purple.

Nightmares gripped me every night
So t'night I willed me eyes to spare me sight

Yet I woke gasping and sputtering -
And could feel me heart fluttering.

Piercing light rendered me blind
A chanting of unknown tongue 

Forced me teeth to grind,
Me hands went into a wrung

-The light dimmed,Oh what was I seeing -

Creatures of a bluish hue,
Others with grey eyes shining like goo

And tall,willowy lasses 
Their skin of bewitching luminescence
Ruby red eyes shining with malignance,

Swift sparks swat about in the air
Shining neon shades of glares

Green skin,stinging talons
Drinking rum by the gallons.

A ghoulish scream stirred me up 
The clarity made me gulp.

All around me,
All around me

They danced in a frenzy
Round and round in a dizzy

Sneers and jeers -  
Pricked me ears

Claws and talons stung me,
Yellow fangs snapped at me,

Chants and spells made me swoon
Drowned me in a haunting lagoon

Me eyes swept down
Feet shackled to the sharp grass

Petals of a poisonous purple
Turned, as I gazed, into glass

Brown fumes stung me nostrils
Shook me silly with grass tendrils.

Abused and demeaned, forced to strip,
The right to be torn from her lips.

Tears streamed down, no faith could be 
found,

Her assailant knew no mercy, the hellish 
hound.

Minute by minute she endured her pain,
Cursing the life she thought would end in 

vain.
She cursed the world, she cursed the land,

Sobbed at every memory she ever had.

And as she stared into her mind, an empty 
furnace,

She saw a spark of which she could harness.
And there, caught in her tortuous plight,

Shone from mental abyss a light. 

A light.

The light at first seemed but a distant star,
It grew and grew, it's reach spread far.

Brighter and brighter it shone within her
A fire began, despair was but a murmur.

From fire and light she wove her wreath,
This would not be her final breath.
She dove. She dove at the hound,

Bore him down, pinned to the ground.

Blow upon blow she dealt with force,
Her mind was cleared, there would be no 

morose.
She rose then a phoenix from the ashes,
The hound was no more, broken from 

her lashes. 

She looked then to the heaven and in 
their light,

She made her case with all her might.

"I've done a deed that can never be 
undone,

My soul is sound but pleasure I've taken 
none.

But if  body, mind and soul area seized,
Is it no better than to be deceased?

To love my being i have every right,
No subjugation shall bear my sight.
No force shall break my will to be,

I have the right to live and i shall be free
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Perennial tears flowed,
From her plentiful cornucopia,
Measured were all her charms.

Priceless gems and skilful polishing,
Adorning her marble drapes,
Her graceful legs bathed in,

The cornucopia's spring.
These dead features struck,

All who saw her in reverence,
Those dead eyes saw,

The unreal lurking in the moving fleshy reals.
Her peplos, grey with the sculptor's ingredients,
Swept motionless among the people's drachma,

Dreams and wishes trapped in-
Each silver plated price,

Flung to her feet with painstaking aim,
To fulfil the owner's deepest desire.
The breathing one's dreams, thus,
Laid at the breathless one's mercy.

Yet another coin created ripples in,
The sweet spring from her cornucopia,

Pity was the ripple in her,
Marble, unmade heart,

What power has one man's art,
To meddle in the other one's life?

She is, but a vessel where,
The unaffordable wishes lay,

Known not any if  zephyr carried,
Those drachma priced wishes,

To the fates and Gods.
Thus,

Wishes and hopes were all she spied.
Alas! those marble eyes held the truth,

What you want, dreams, maybe,
Sown and Reaped only by you.

Well, it's getting close to winter,
The moon has touched the blossoms,

Glinting upon my window glass,
Soft, splendid and still.

I cannot sleep, I draw the curtains back and peek,
Watching the beams drown all the darkness,

Reminding me time and again,
How beautiful the moonlight is,

For, I've spent too long in darkness.

Calm, clear and cosy,
The moon hears every touch of my breath,

In, out and in again,
Urging me to rise and clear,

Beyond the limitations of the atmosphere.

But oh! My heart searches for home,
A home that I'm not even sure exists.

And hence, my friends,  
A poem was born.

Twinkle, little star
You're shining brightly. 

Twinkling headlights and 
Tinkling laughs of a baby.

Hum hum, the engine goes;
Roaring ever so slightly. 

Mountain roads with a glassy sheen;
Crunch of ice against car tires. 

Sharp hairpin bends; mostly unseen. 

Blaring horns and frantic steering. 
A sudden jerk; a wrong swerve. 

A dive off a cliff  into a grassy clearing. 

Falling Oh so gently;
Tumbling down the mountainside. 

A rush of blood to his head. 
A glass shard through the mother

 and her baby's side. 

Don't twinkle now, little star 
For you're shrouded by clouds; 

Dark skies. 
His corpse in a car, two more in the 

woods.
Only seen by the light given off by the 

fireflies.
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The flaw she discovered felt familiar.
Her mistakes an ancient terrain she had

Returned to- not trespassed.
She enjoyed that momentary weakness 

(strength?)
She felt at home at last.

I watched on.

The moment passed soon enough,
She sluggishly resumed her stride.
I was amazed she let me see her 

vulnerability,
Her true self that an apparent mistake 

helped her find.
I thought it was the end of a real legacy,
Till she looked at me for the first time

Acknowledging my ever-preset gaze. She 
gave a wink

Letting me know that there was still a 
chance for her,

The big reveal had still some time.

I've watched her all her life,
From cradle to grave one might even say,

All her phases and colors,
Even when she sometimes went astray,

I watched.

Seemed happy always.
Too happy sometimes. Can that be?

Smile painted to please,
On an evergreen porcelain face.

I watched.

Confident, smart and wise
Beyond her years remarked the elders.

Really? Was she?
I thought I'd seen a twitch or two of hesitation

Every time she spoke.
I watched.

She could comfort one like a sister,
Care as a mother, was a dutiful friend,

Confessed her heart as a timeless lover,
Yet, I know not why a strange gloom

Surrounded her very presence.
I watched.

Was it I? Sometimes I thought,
Jealous of her perfectness?

Did I imagine her soul scream underneath her 
skin

And shrug off that omnipresent despair?
I watched.

Never the less, I felt sorry watching.
She, who was flawless to the world,

An alien to herself,
A stranger to her most primitive element,

Foreign to her every cell.
Yet I watched,

Then one day, after years of watching,
The world saw her falter.

Her first failure they looked down upon
As though a grave crime.

I thought shed crumble beneath their 
unforgiving stares.

I continued watching.

Just as I thought a legacy would come to an 
end,

The hint of a smile she betrayed to me,
The world saw her falter,

I saw the real victory.

he opened the book of Snames…..looking for a pretty name for 
the little fairy that had finally arrived 

in their life after many prayers. 
They had argued over many names, 
listened to many suggestions …. But never 
quite satisfied with any! So she finally 
decided to look in the book of names she 
had got from her aunt many years back…
She opened the book to the sight of a faded 
rose resting peacefully between the 
yellowed pages…. And there she found the 
perfect name…Naazneen!  Aadil liked it 
too.

She was still lost in her thoughts with the 
book in her hand, when Aadil reminded 
her of the doctor's appointment today for 
Naazneen's first vaccination shots. They 
hurriedly reached the clinic and stood 
waiting outside the doctor's room when she 
saw Shraavan! Oh what a day it was 
turning out to be…. As if  the opening of 
that book had turned back the pages of her 
life and now she must revisit all its 
memories again.

Shraavan was startled on seeing her but 
recovered quickly and came to say hello. 
“Aadil, meet Shraavan…. We studied 
together at JNU. … How have you been 
Shraavan? How's the rest of the gang? It's 
been so long since I heard from you? So 
you are in Dubai now?”….in her 
confusion, she rattled on a string of 
questions.

Shraavan smiled and said, “ I have been 
fine. Working with Riyadh Developers in 
their legal team. I came here 6 months 
back and now last month, I shifted my 
family too. There they are….Chitra, my 
wife; and my two kids, Biswajit and 
Naazneen!”
She froze.

First love….like the first bloom of 
spring….often withers away by 
autumn….forgotten….but for the little 
tribute you give to its memories in some 
part of your life!
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The Norwegian artist Edvard Munich�s painting 
"The Scream" (1893) was painted at the end of 

the nineteenth century.

As it turns out, art history sources indicate,
that a slaughterhouse was within earshot of 
the spot illustrated in The Scream painting. 
The proximity of the slaughterhouse could 

very well account for Munch's repeated mentions 
of "blood" in connection with the painting. 

The haunting screams of dying animals could 
possibly account for the �in�nite scream of nature� 

that Munch heard.
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A new gospel dawns, 
Upon the wings of the dark messiah

The conscious evolution of the subconscious 
mind,

Infinite perspectives channeling through veins 
of creative blood,

Each demanding logical deductions of archaic 
beliefs.

Look into the cosmic heavens , oh young mind,
Into your own divine depths,

The answers lie there,
That alters not, with the temporal tide,

That stays till the day of judgement,

Breathe, oh young padavan ,
Breathe within the scriptures of the stars,

Gaze upon the unknown, 
The open wounds that wait to be healed,
Beneath the cover of body and blood ,

The carnal existence of your eternal self,
The sacred geometry of the universe, 

The salvation of sound. 
Echo out, oh young mind,

Echo out like a Shaman's storm
Spread and serve, far and wide,
Beyond the mystics of matter,

Beyond the blades of time.

Yet, I Smile

The Creation of Adam is a fresco painting by 
Michelangelo, which forms part of the Sistine Chapel's 
ceiling,
The image of the near-touching hands of God and 
Adam has become iconic of humanity. The painting has 
been reproduced in countless imitations and parodies.

While It may look like any normal elite painting at 
�rst glace, it took 500 years for someone to notice, 
something hidden in plain sight. 
A doctor, he noticed that God had been painted in 
the accurate shape of the human brain. 
"The message being, that divine gift does not come 
from a higher power, but from our own minds."

-Dr. Tom Ford 

The Mona Lisa is a 
half-length portrait 
by the Italian 
Renaissance artist 
Leonardo da Vinci, 
which has been 
described as "the best 
known, the most 
visited, the most 
written about, the 
most sung about, the 
most parodied work 
of art in the world".In 
December 2015, it was 
reported that French 
scientist Pascal Cotte 
had found a hidden 
portrait underneath 
the surface of the 
painting using 
re�ective light 
technology.

The portrait is an 
underlying image of a 
model looking off to 
the side. Having been 
given access to the 
painting by Louvre in 
2004, Cotte spent ten 
years using layer 
ampli�cation 
methods to study the 
painting. According to 
Cotte, the underlying 
image is Leonardo's 
original Mona Lisa. 
Some have used 
digital analysis to 
superimpose 
Leonardo's bearded 
self-portrait over the 
"Mona Lisa" to show 
how the facial 
features perfectly 
aligned.

#themoreyouknow :

The eight-year old on the side of the street
She hasn't had a morsel to eat

But the world still hasn't got her beat
There may be hunger in her stomach

And she was weary feet
Yet she smiles.

The twelve-year old boy on the bus back from school
He knows he's different from the rest

The kids talk about him behind his back
The teacher failed him in the test

He opens his artbook and forgets the rest
Holding his secret to his chest, he smiles.

The sixty-eight year old woman is losing her sight 
She couldn't keep her son from leaving her, try as hard as she might

She feeds an eight year old on the street, saddened by her plight
Reminded of her own kid, she heaves a sigh 

But seeing sparkle in the girl's eyes
She can't help but smile
I too have a heavy heart 

Burdened by responsibilities and stepping into adulthood
Leaving the things I want to do and doing the things I know I should

I see a young boy sketching a tree and writing a poem that is almost good
Felt the weight of the world a few moments ago

Yet now I smile.
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It'something that surprises you,
It sometimes scares us,
It is something that we want to live our 
way.
Society and norms,
Culture and religion,
And all those, the people of this world 
made;
Stops us from doing it our way.

In it we find ourselves in the wrong places 
sometimes,
And sometimes in the right places.
But all of them leaving their impression 
on us,
Doing its part always.

There are times when we are left clueless,
Searching deep in the burrows
And high up in the mountains,
For a way out

Some love their lives in a thrilling manner,
While some live a tragic one.
Some others choose the way of happiness,
And some others choose the way of 
divinity.

Some amongst us call it monotonous,
And perhaps, some call it 'boring' at the 
moment.
Whatever we call it or dare to describe it 
as;

We all are lost in a world of our own
This life; this one life.

Rizana Riyaz

Shakuntala is an epic painting by celebrated Indian painter, Raja Ravi Varma.
One notable feature of this painting was that, it was one of the very few 
paintings in those days that actually focused on women being the pivotal point 
of reference. It depicts the female psyche, a scene where Shakuntala is 
pretending to remove a thorn from her foot, while actually looking for her 
husband/lover, Dushyantha, while her friends call her bluff.

"Avakaaya"

A unique telugu 
article from a 

Pickled Mango's 
Point of view.

Where the mango 
constantly �nds joy 

in the fact that 
despite losing it's 

form and sweetness, 
it has managed to 

bring smiles to faces 
from all sects and 
generations of life.
Making everyone 

happy is truly a feat 
not many can claim 

to have 
accomplished, and 
yet here we have 
this insigni�cant 

mango pickle, who 
proudly claims it's 

authorship.
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wo thousand kilometres away from home at some place I couldn't even Tlocate on the map. 6935 sunrises and 6934 sunsets later , I lay there with 
tanned legs looking at the 6935th .The grey clouds hung there making 

patterns I couldn't fathom. The sound of the waves crashing against the rocks 
filled the air.The sea certain but unpredictable-Certain like death and 
unpredictable like humans.The sea can be a Monday morning at its worst,a Friday 
night at its best.The sea knows no boundaries.It knows no wars .A secret 
keeper,the eye witnesser of evolution. A mystery unsolved . 
And  l, a girl who uses a calculator to add 2 and 2, who falls down the stairs more 
often than she falls in love (Which is very often by the way ) who failed chemistry 
in school and no teacher trusted her after she said H2SO4 was a base.
I'm not clumsy, I'm just spatially challenged, I tell myself lying there, for the 
zillionth time,it's just that the doors hate me and the floor gets in the way. I get 
bruised purple out of the blue. 
Also I crib all day about being fat but do nothing about it. My talents would be 
rolling my eyes at someone till I go blind, singing "smelly cat" even in my sleep 
.Also, I can say "oh my god" Janice style . Basically nothing special . Low on self 
confidence, walking like a penguin, who has bags under her eyes even after 25 
hours of sleep a day.Just another face in the 7 billion. 
Meanwhile,a little girl with her mother trailing close behind her is running 
towards the sea .She runs past me as if  I was invisible.She's all happy and can't 
stop blabbering,picks up a sea shell and shows it to her mother who strokes her 
hair proudly. She stands still facing the sea and I notice a different shine in her 
eyes. Her lips bear the guise of a smile, just enough to show that she is enjoying 
her thoughts, whatever they may be. She starts frowning. Her corrugater 
supercilli at work I thought. Damn anatomy.She asked her mom ,who is patiently 
waiting,why her footprints won't stay in the sand ,why the sea keeps taking them 
away.Her mom replied something that made me understand what 14years of 
education couldn't . She said maybe it's because God wants our footprints to be 
unique so no one else steps into them . So that each one of us is different. The sun 
sets leaving my face aglow with the last orange rays before twilight beckons the 
stars. 
I realised all our lives, we desire to be "February 30". We  don't always have to 
leave a mark that can't be erased.We don't always have to take the road not 
taken.7 billion people.7 billion roads.
It's like our entire life is a sentence. With predestined beginning and ending,we 
just have to fill in the blanks. Unjumble the jumbled words. 7 billion sentences. 7 
billion stories. Each one different from the other. 

When I turned 17
My parents bundled me across state lines

And put me in a college
Where on the first day they taught me

How to split a man’s chest in half
Never mind that he’d been dead

For the past 10 years.

I called him Rocky
Cause his nose had been broken and reset

And it made me feel better to think
Of Sylvester Stallone
Running in New York

Invincible
Indestructible

Than to think of this man
Dead for a decade

Waiting for my scalpel to
Slice him apart just one more time  

When I turned 19 
I watched someone die

In a pool of blood
Spasming and twitching
Like a fish out of water

Gasping, gasping
For a mouthful of air
In a world that had

Nothing but
And I felt the kind of hopelessness

That can seep into the pores
Of a human life

And annihilate it.

At 23, I stood in front of a patient
Trying to push breath into her limp body

I broke 4 ribs and yet somehow
There was no screaming, no pain
She was beyond such things now
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away.Her mom replied something that made me understand what 14years of 
education couldn't . She said maybe it's because God wants our footprints to be 
unique so no one else steps into them . So that each one of us is different. The sun 
sets leaving my face aglow with the last orange rays before twilight beckons the 
stars. 
I realised all our lives, we desire to be "February 30". We  don't always have to 
leave a mark that can't be erased.We don't always have to take the road not 
taken.7 billion people.7 billion roads.
It's like our entire life is a sentence. With predestined beginning and ending,we 
just have to fill in the blanks. Unjumble the jumbled words. 7 billion sentences. 7 
billion stories. Each one different from the other. 

wo thousand kilometres away from home at some place I couldn't even Tlocate on the map. 6935 sunrises and 6934 sunsets later , I lay there with 
tanned legs looking at the 6935th .The grey clouds hung there making 

patterns I couldn't fathom. The sound of the waves crashing against the rocks 
filled the air.The sea certain but unpredictable-Certain like death and 
unpredictable like humans.The sea can be a Monday morning at its worst,a Friday 
night at its best.The sea knows no boundaries.It knows no wars .A secret 
keeper,the eye witnesser of evolution. A mystery unsolved . 
And  l, a girl who uses a calculator to add 2 and 2, who falls down the stairs more 
often than she falls in love (Which is very often by the way ) who failed chemistry 
in school and no teacher trusted her after she said H2SO4 was a base.
I'm not clumsy, I'm just spatially challenged, I tell myself lying there, for the 
zillionth time,it's just that the doors hate me and the floor gets in the way. I get 
bruised purple out of the blue. 
Also I crib all day about being fat but do nothing about it. My talents would be 
rolling my eyes at someone till I go blind, singing "smelly cat" even in my sleep 
.Also, I can say "oh my god" Janice style . Basically nothing special . Low on self 
confidence, walking like a penguin, who has bags under her eyes even after 25 
hours of sleep a day.Just another face in the 7 billion. 
Meanwhile,a little girl with her mother trailing close behind her is running 
towards the sea .She runs past me as if  I was invisible.She's all happy and can't 
stop blabbering,picks up a sea shell and shows it to her mother who strokes her 
hair proudly. She stands still facing the sea and I notice a different shine in her 
eyes. Her lips bear the guise of a smile, just enough to show that she is enjoying 
her thoughts, whatever they may be. She starts frowning. Her corrugater 
supercilli at work I thought. Damn anatomy.She asked her mom ,who is patiently 
waiting,why her footprints won't stay in the sand ,why the sea keeps taking them 
away.Her mom replied something that made me understand what 14years of 
education couldn't . She said maybe it's because God wants our footprints to be 
unique so no one else steps into them . So that each one of us is different. The sun 
sets leaving my face aglow with the last orange rays before twilight beckons the 
stars. 
I realised all our lives, we desire to be "February 30". We  don't always have to 
leave a mark that can't be erased.We don't always have to take the road not 
taken.7 billion people.7 billion roads.
It's like our entire life is a sentence. With predestined beginning and ending,we 
just have to fill in the blanks. Unjumble the jumbled words. 7 billion sentences. 7 
billion stories. Each one different from the other. 

The night I lost my first baby
 I walked outside the hospital
At 2 in the morning and cried

As quietly as I could
Even though I wanted to scream

To yell at this skewed mess of a world we 
live in

Instead I watched them swaddle his tiny 
body

In a bedsheet they had to slice into quarters
But even that quarter was too big for him

We have watched babies with paper thin 
skin

And too big hearts
Hooked up to scary tubes and things

Too preposterous to name
We have watched those too big hearts burst

We have watched those too small bodies 
give up

And tried somehow to remain sane

We have watched Death take
Life away in the blink of an eye
And we have remained standing

Ready for the next wave
For the next tsunami
Because for us it is

Ground Zero every damn day

So if  you tell me
It is too much

To hope
That someone doesn’t come and

Kill me
Maim me

Threaten me
Because I am doing what

I have to do
Then I will tell you

It is too much to hope
For doctors who will

Care for you
Stand with you

Be brave for you
It is too much to hope

For doctors who will go to war for you.

The night I lost my first baby
 I walked outside the hospital
At 2 in the morning and cried

As quietly as I could
Even though I wanted to scream

To yell at this skewed mess of a world we 
live in

Instead I watched them swaddle his tiny 
body

In a bedsheet they had to slice into quarters
But even that quarter was too big for him

We have watched babies with paper thin 
skin

And too big hearts
Hooked up to scary tubes and things

Too preposterous to name
We have watched those too big hearts burst

We have watched those too small bodies 
give up

And tried somehow to remain sane

We have watched Death take
Life away in the blink of an eye
And we have remained standing

Ready for the next wave
For the next tsunami
Because for us it is

Ground Zero every damn day

So if  you tell me
It is too much

To hope
That someone doesn’t come and

Kill me
Maim me

Threaten me
Because I am doing what

I have to do
Then I will tell you

It is too much to hope
For doctors who will

Care for you
Stand with you

Be brave for you
It is too much to hope

For doctors who will go to war for you.

The night I lost my first baby
 I walked outside the hospital
At 2 in the morning and cried

As quietly as I could
Even though I wanted to scream

To yell at this skewed mess of a world we 
live in

Instead I watched them swaddle his tiny 
body

In a bedsheet they had to slice into quarters
But even that quarter was too big for him

We have watched babies with paper thin 
skin

And too big hearts
Hooked up to scary tubes and things

Too preposterous to name
We have watched those too big hearts burst

We have watched those too small bodies 
give up

And tried somehow to remain sane

We have watched Death take
Life away in the blink of an eye
And we have remained standing

Ready for the next wave
For the next tsunami
Because for us it is

Ground Zero every damn day

So if  you tell me
It is too much

To hope
That someone doesn’t come and

Kill me
Maim me

Threaten me
Because I am doing what

I have to do
Then I will tell you

It is too much to hope
For doctors who will

Care for you
Stand with you

Be brave for you
It is too much to hope

For doctors who will go to war for you.

The night I lost my first baby
 I walked outside the hospital
At 2 in the morning and cried

As quietly as I could
Even though I wanted to scream

To yell at this skewed mess of a world we 
live in

Instead I watched them swaddle his tiny 
body

In a bedsheet they had to slice into quarters
But even that quarter was too big for him

We have watched babies with paper thin 
skin

And too big hearts
Hooked up to scary tubes and things

Too preposterous to name
We have watched those too big hearts burst

We have watched those too small bodies 
give up

And tried somehow to remain sane

We have watched Death take
Life away in the blink of an eye
And we have remained standing

Ready for the next wave
For the next tsunami
Because for us it is

Ground Zero every damn day

So if  you tell me
It is too much

To hope
That someone doesn’t come and

Kill me
Maim me

Threaten me
Because I am doing what

I have to do
Then I will tell you

It is too much to hope
For doctors who will

Care for you
Stand with you

Be brave for you
It is too much to hope

For doctors who will go to war for you.
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And among this crowd I was lucky enough to arrange a personal meeting with him to fulfill 
the desire to meet my sole inspiration to join Medicine.

A spacious sunlit cabin with GOD sitting right there infront. The moment is just undescribable
Reading from the List of patients he called out, So tell me Mr. Sarthak from KMC what can I do 

for you?
To which I replied, Sir I just came over to meet you in person and may be get some life lessons 

on how an average medical student can be a good doctor?
“If you Believe in yourself that you can be the greatest doctor, no one in the world can stop 

you 
As of now you are undergoing the best of medical training & education. Don't limit your 
imagination , just because you have seen top rankers taking away medals after medals.

This is how every college works and there are people sitting in the back benches thinking that 
it is the outstanding students who conquer the world, & the rest of average students and 
failures have no role but interestingly world doesn't work like that, world belongs to the 

backbenchers. Later in your life you will realize this.
In real life it's not the brightest student who conquers the world, it's the one who has a 

different approach to life that makes him stand out of the crowd.
If you feel that you don't spend much time studying your text books & lack dedication just 
remember even I used to feel the same when I was of your age,  just have the dedication to 

treat your patient then only you will have the urge to go back & learn on your own, trust me!”

While listening to him, I came across a big poster frame of Mother Teresa that read, “Hands 
that serve are more sacred than the lips the lips that pray”, recalling an incident from 1984 

when Dr. Shetty served her after she had a heart attack. I just asked how she influenced him to 
become such a great person,

I am not a Great person I am 
just a servant of god and I 

realized this every time I met 
Mother Teresa, who used to 

follow me in my ward rounds 
while she was admitted at 

our Hospital in Kolkata. She 
strongly emphasized that however 
big Science may grow, love will be 
the most powerful weapon, which 

can actually conquer the world 
and that teaching has impacted me 

a lot and I truly believe that the 
entire world must believe that. She 

was an inspiring force behind 
Narayana Hrudayalaya.

We all have only one life to live 
and everyone wants to do as much 

as they can in that.
So I decided to focus on making a 
difference in the lives of the poor, 
disconnecting wealth with quality 
of healthcare they receive. We just 

can't put a price tag on life of a 
little baby who has hole in his 

heart.

He has a right to live & I make sure 
nobody is turned down for surgery just 

because of lack of money.”
While I was talking to my Inspiration, I 
asked if  he also has a role model in his 
life to which he said, “You must not be 
knowing, , he was then a Dr. S R Ullal

cardiothoracic surgeon and had 
performed an open heart surgery in Govt. 
Wenlock hospital way back in 1970s.He 
inspired me a lot not just being a good 

doctor but a better person by heart. So we 
have dedicated our OT to his name. 

“It was not a planned interview. It just 
happened.”

These are  few parts from our 5 minute 
conversation which will be etched deep in 
my heart & brain, which I thought will be 

relevant to my dear friends

Before leaving his cabin, I touched his feet & thanked him 
for his precious time sharing his life experiences to which 

he replied, “I am glad that a  student from my college 
came all the way to meet me. Keep coming and be in 

touch.” 
So next time you are in Bengaluru , give it a try to see how 

God looks in real life, who knows your dream may also 
come true

wo large waiting rooms brimming with kids crying on their mothers lap , elderly Tpatients from distant lands of India & around the world, impatient to consult none 
other than  one of the Dr Devi Shetty world's best cardiac surgeons, a Padma 

Bhushan & Padma Shri awardee & founding chairman of Narayana Health, one 
of the largest and most affordable health service providers in the world.

"Dr. S. R. Ullal
He inspired me a lot not just being a good doctor but a 

better person by heart.”

-Subham Sarthak
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Calvin  and ... 

calvin.
- Aditi Gupta

"You can't just turn on 
creativity like a faucet. 

You have to be in the 
right moodAnd what 

mood is that?
Last minute panic."



I stood weary beneath the mountain -
Searching for a spring or fountain

Phobos whispered to me,
"A dreadful ordeal it shall be

The sheer precipice of doubt and pain
Must you drain out your brain"

Phobos became Deimos
Terror seized my mortal mind -
"Failure is all you shall find" .

Knelt down with hopelessness
Bound down by strait jackets

Chained up days of glory
A bird without wings

A single poisonous fear of -
"What may be" being the root of it all.

Deep within an image resurfaced
An innocent face of jovial spirit

Childhood called out,
"Have you forgotten how to shout?

Be as Victoria as she steers into battle
You can disperse all other rattle

You have roots,you have limbs
With these you're no longer a wimp

Fight your Achilles flaw
Into the depths you must maw

Lethe -erase neediness,folly and want
Expel the phrase -I can't-"

My shoulders lifted
The roar in my heart echoed

Feeding the unworthiest of Ratatoskr's-
taunts to scavenging Vultures

I opened my Pandora
I broke the armour of fear

I steeled my will
My thoughts shall now be uphill

Shan't breathe in doubts and fears
The way forward is my gear
Into the sunset I shall ride

Fortuna will be my guide
A new world I'll leave in my wake

My place in the world I shall make.

- Riya Kurmude

Mortal 

Emotions

-Deepa S.
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Circumstances

A normal day in an Ed-Board Meeting

Guys, I've 
got many 

innovative 
ideas for 

the 
hardbound 
magazine, 

this year! I 
know an app 

that can 
make you 

watch 
videos from  
hardbound 
magazine 
just by 
scanning 

the photo. 
Plus I found 

this new 
vibrant 
colour 

palette... 
blah blah 

blah ... work 
work work...

OMG! You look 
so pretty 

today!

You look 
like 

you cut 
your hair 

with a 
lawnmower

In an 
earthquake.

Shawarma.

Trying to break 4th wall because that's 
what all the Cool Rich kids do these days.

is that 
camera man 
done taking 
our photo 

yet ?

And she was all
like, " HEy"...

No 
way!

Meanwhile, far far away, Unforeseen 
Powerful Forces were heading straight 

for our unsuspecting crew

The effects of the Explosion and it's 
Reality-splitting radiation converted 

them into comic book characters

The 
explosion 

burnt up all our 
funds and Papers. 
We have no choice 
but to make an e-

magazine, ON 
OUR OWN.

What just 
happened!

How 
about giving 

it to them via a 
usb or something 

of those cool 
sorts.

That 
way we can 

save paper and 
join the E- 
Revolution

Okay, 
let's 

think of 
some 
good 

ideas to 
make 
our 

magazine 
the best 
of the 
best.

Guys
, We managed 

to thwart Aedith 
and his evil plans! 

Probably if we work 
together in the kitchen 

we can pull off a 
good magazine

And 
some 

yummy 
chimichangas

Let's just hope 
they don't give it 
to us in Cds. No 

one has a CD 
Drive these days

Of Course, 
not!

We can't be 
that unlucky 

Love
poems!

Poems that'll 
make you wanna 
kill yourself!

*GASP*
CAT 

VIDEOS!

KITTY!!!

Hulk, no like
 this

Hulk, Go 
home

Are you 
thinking...

...What I'm 
thinking?

I wanna go to 
TownTables

ughhh....

Feature 
in a comic book, 

they said.

It would 
be fun ,they 

said.

How about 
socially relevant articles that 

will reach out to all masses irrespective of 
their status, gender, norm or language and make 
everyone feel included in the great KMC Family. 

Not to mention articles that the readers 
will relate to.

*CRICKETS CHRIPING*

Unimpressed Marvel 
Children

...

Save me 
Spidey!!

Spiderman: ...

And they lived 
happily ever 

after

Fin

YOU'RE..

FIRED!!!



lose your eyes and Cimagine- you are in 
a huge crowded 

place and someone 
collapses. What would you 
do? Whether we're first 
years, interns or even non 
medicos, it is our duty to be 
calm amongst the crowd, 
take control of the 
situation and make sure we 
can help the person in 
distress to the maximum of 
our extent. Just passing by 
and expecting someone else 
to take care of it is the most 
selfish thing you can do.  
Consciously or 
unconsciously, this decision 
will haunt us for the rest of 
our lives. 
The first time I saw an 
accident after entering med 
school was when I was 
leaving a restaurant one 
evening. There was a huge 
crowd on the street 
surrounding a girl, a 
scooter on the ground and 
a man on the side walk 
holding his head with no 
one around him. After 
asking around, I found out 
that the girl who was 
learning to drive her 
scooter crashed into the 
man crossing the road. She 
was not hurt. So my friend 
and I went to the man, and 
noticed that he had a head 
injury.Our first instinct was 
to get an auto to bring him 
to the 

hospital, but we met with a 
huge opposition from the 
crowd.  
All of them wanted to 
protect the girl and 
thought that taking him to 
the hospital would make it 
a police case. They didn’t 
even let us write down her 
license plate number. As 
the clock was ticking, we 
put him in an auto and 
brought him to Wenlock 
causality. The last we 
heard, he was stable, and 
was sent home after a 
normal scan and dressing. 
The second time, was 
when another friend of 
mine and I were driving to 
college, we saw two school 
students fall off their bike. 
One guy got up, but the 
other one was just lying 
there. He had a small head 
injury and was 
unconscious. We lifted him 
to the side of the road, and 
with the help of a few 
people put him in a car, in 
the process of which he 
vomited all over himself. 
He was taken to a local 
hospital, and we eventually 
got to know that alcohol 
was the cause of his loss of 
consciousness and was 
stable. I could not have 
started CPR if I hadn’t felt 
a pulse because I wasn’t 
trained in it at that time 
and I couldn’t just turn 

a blind eye either.
But when I look back at those 
two incidents I realized that 
what I did was not life saving 
but something that quickened 
up the events which would 
eventually taken place. It was 
all in all some useful action 
which any of us could have 
done.
At a time when people are 
taking videos of people dying 
and putting those up on 
social media, governments 
have resorted to giving 
rewards to those who help. 
Despite this incentive, videos 
are still being put up, and 
people are still serving as 
silent spectators. You can’t 
force people to do the right 
thing and you can’t force 
humanity into them.  Being 
humane, being empathetic 
comes from within and I feel 
that we have chosen this line 
of work because all of us 
have some of it in us. So 
some day if  we are ever in 
such a situation either inside 
or outside the hospital, 
without thinking twice, we 
should do the right thing.

hat does one think about when they hear the word,  " Doctor" ? Pristine stethoscope,  Wgreen scrubs, white walls, for some odd reason- the smell of sanitiser ? Usually 
accompanied by an underlying sense of anticipation, apprehension, and for most of us, 

awe. And for some of us,  the flitting image of the ridiculously good-looking Dr Mike. But all of that 
is of the golden days of ages past. Ironically, that happens to be just a month back. 

There's a running joke about Indians being keen on providing medical or engineering education for 
their brilliant offspring, whether the ones in question are willing or not. " Mera beta doctor banega", 
they'd like to say boastfully ( for one's convenience,  consider the modified equivalent of the previous 
statement as male, female, gender-fluid, and in whatever language close to one's heart, even 
Klingon).
Why though? Why such pride? There's also a sizeable chunk of our peers, who've chosen this line 
for their own dreams and aspirations, not anyone else's. To be able to become an individual, who 
works to make other people's lives better. To being a modern cosmopolitan superhero whose cape is 
replaced by a white coat. Again, the question arises, why? Why make an absolute fool of oneself and 
slave for years, training? It's to serve a noble cause, and to know, that yes, one is definitely doing 
their part to make a difference.
 Isn't that why there's a certain glamour associated with this career ? Sometimes that can be 
overdone however. Some people may forget and don't treat doctors as human beings. They escalate 
them to the level of gods and magicians, and expect unbelievable feats on their part. Unfair. 

Let's paint the audience another picture. Individuals minding their own business, suddenly being 
interrupted by mobs and tortured. Sharp abuses cutting through the thick air, stinking of hatred. 
Blow after blow after blow, being rained, relentlessly. Shrieks of pain. More abuse. No help. Blood 
being spilt on the hospital premises. Rooms, equipment, chairs, tables, books all broken, torn and all 
over the place. Just to keep you all up to date, this isn't a natural calamity, but a sadistic, medieval 
uprising. The police arrive. Still no help. They seem to be on the side of the offenders. Some people 
protest - they're dragged off to jail. A complete demolition of the hierarchy of social dictum. 

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the current situation of a medico's life. This is 2017, a year, when 
Vedic influences coupled with imaginary conspiracy theories are considered more believable than 
life as we know it. Where a private practitioner is considered a cheat and a fraud because his rates 
are higher than that of his government contemporaries. Where, bigger the hospital chain a doctor is 
practising at, the more likely he is on the nationwide hitlist. Where even doctors working in 
government institutions might not be safe, as, according to the Ministry of Health, allopathic and not 
ayurvedic medicine is considered anti-national. Where a doctor either fears for his life, or battles 
bankruptcy. Doctors are still not being treated as humans. Still unfair. 

So what's the point of working so hard? Where is the love? Where is the respect? Why the 
hypocrisy?  Why the sudden contempt?More importantly,  where is the humanity? This is real life, 
and this IS happening. This isn't an episode of 'Grey's Anatomy' where the bad things end in an hour, 
with a well-written, soulful quote, nor are we able to strike back like a raving lunatic, with sarcasm 
and a cane, like House. All we can do is wait and watch, while the medical world literally undergoes 
an apocalypse. Here's to the hope that there WILL be justice, and life reverts back to normal, minus 
the bleak damage and damages being caused as of now.  Here's to the belief that this ISN'T  the 
beginning of the end.  Here's to the optimism that this Spartan madness will subside, and that time 
will heal everything, since we don't possess a Time-Turner or the Tardis to erase this saga of 
misguided instability. There's just one message I'd like to deliver to the Indian Government,  
politicians and the general population out there, you all seem to have taken the saying,  "An apple a 
day" a little too seriously. For ALL of our sakes, from  4/5th of a doctor,  maybe lighten up?

Doctors?  Strange? Roopkatha 
GhoshPrasanth G. Narahari
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#themoreyouknow
The "Mobile Camera By-stander effect" is a new mob mentality seen among 

the newer generations, where people these days are �lming accidents as 
they happen, rather than building up courage to intervene and lend a helping 

hand, only for the sake of milking attention out of someone else's suffering 
on social media .



It's the purest of doves

A magnificent gazelle prancing through the forest 

A rare, glistening diamond and yet extremely modest 

A gush of cold wind on a blazing afternoon

Like a buttery fresh out of its cocoon 

It is a river coursing through the mountains 
The water from the heavenly fountain 

The rain which is a sign of the clouds' grieving

The effort of an ant and the load it is heaving 

The belief in yourself that keeps you alive 

The belief in Providence without Whose Will 

Nothing has the permission to survive

“No one knows what the night sky really looks like”
She follows his upward gaze as his mouth forms the 

words
“The light from distant planets and stars

Having taken years to finally reach us
Paint a picture of a time long forgotten.”

 
Long forgotten is the starry light in his eyes now.
What has replaced them now is the vague glow

Of an unrelenting black hole.
 

“Some of these stars are dead now.
Having imploded into unrelenting black holes

Gravity so strong,
Not even light may escape.”

 
There is no escape.

Who can tell what the light of his mind
May have illuminated,

If  not stuck somewhere in the depths
Of this mental gravity?

 
“Not to forget the new stars
That have already been born

But whose light hasn’t reached us yet.”
He says, scanning the horizon

Hoping to catch a glimpse of just such a novelty
As she scans his face for something archaic.

A hint of what was.
 

“If someone on a distant planet were to focus their 
telescope

On earth right now,
What would they see?”

 
“Depends how far away from us they are.”

 
He’s right here.

He’s right there, with her.
Where is he?

“They might see the dinosaurs roaming the earth
Or the first humans standing tall

The discovery of fire,
Invention of the wheel.

Or the first time our eyes met, and I knew I'd never 
forget your name.”

 

Their eyes meet.
Her eyes meet his.

His eyes are looking at the sky.
True. At least he'd remembered her name.

“Maybe someday in the future,
When the aliens find this moment in history
And focus their telescopes on you and me.

What do you think they will see?”
He asks, as he gets down on one knee.

 
That was so-many years ago.

 
Today,

So-many lightyears away
The aliens, through their telescopes, do find 

this moment in history.
A young man, a young woman.

A young love.
 

Today,
Passers-by here on earth

Find a very similar moment.
A not so young man, and a not so young 

woman.
Not much has changed of that love

Just that now he wears a silver bracelet on his 
wrist.

 
And travels through space and time

Right here, sitting next to his universe.
 

As she looks at her night sky,
As he paints a picture of a time long forgotten.

“No one knows what the night sky really looks like”
She follows his upward gaze as his mouth forms the 

words
“The light from distant planets and stars

Having taken years to finally reach us
Paint a picture of a time long forgotten.”

 
Long forgotten is the starry light in his eyes now.
What has replaced them now is the vague glow

Of an unrelenting black hole.
 

“Some of these stars are dead now.
Having imploded into unrelenting black holes

Gravity so strong,
Not even light may escape.”

 
There is no escape.

Who can tell what the light of his mind
May have illuminated,

If  not stuck somewhere in the depths
Of this mental gravity?

 
“Not to forget the new stars
That have already been born

But whose light hasn’t reached us yet.”
He says, scanning the horizon

Hoping to catch a glimpse of just such a novelty
As she scans his face for something archaic.

A hint of what was.
 

“If someone on a distant planet were to focus their 
telescope

On earth right now,
What would they see?”

 
“Depends how far away from us they are.”

 
He’s right here.

He’s right there, with her.
Where is he?

“They might see the dinosaurs roaming the earth
Or the first humans standing tall

The discovery of fire,
Invention of the wheel.

Or the first time our eyes met, and I knew I'd never 
forget your name.”

 

Winner of the Matribhasha 
Diwas 2016 - Hindi Caption 
Writing Contest held on 21st 

February 201678
79



எனக்� க�ைத எ�த ெகா�த்த தைலப்� வானம்  

அதப்பத்� எ�த வாரத்்ைத எ��ம் கா�ம் 

ேநரத�்ல ��க்கலனா ேபா��ம் என் மானம்  

இத ெசஞ்�டட்ாேல க�ஞன் தான் நா�ம்

என் வானிேல

நிலத்தாைர நி�ரந்்�ப் பாரக்்கசெ்சய்�ம் நீல வானமாய் எம் � � எஸ்  

அள�ல்லாமல் அகண்��க்�ம் ஆகாயமாய் நீண்ட ஐந்தைர 

வ�டங்கள்

ெவண்ேமகக் �டட்ங்கள் ேபால ெவ�ளியாய் உலா�ம் மாணவரக்ள்  

காரே்மகத்�ன் கனம் ெகாண்ட கல்�க்காக கல்�ரி ��ந்த நாங்கள்

�ழல்காற்றாய் எங்கைள �ற்�வந்� �ைம�ைறக்�ம் ஆ�ரியரக்ள்  

�ன்னல்ேபால் �ல த�ணங்களானா�ம் �ன்னி �ரளைவக்�ம் 

ேதர�்கள்  

�ன்னைல ெதாடரந்்� இ�யாய் இ�க்�ம் இ�� ேதர�்ன் ���கள்  

���ன் �ைளவாய் �வந்தகண்களிேனாரம் �த�ம் �� 

மைழத�்ளிகள்  

இத்தைன�ம் தாங்� �ைழந்த ெநற்க�ராய் எங்கள் 

ம�த�்வப்படட்ங்கள்  

அைத ஏந்�நிற்க்க என் ெபற்ேறாரின் �ன்னைக�ல் கைர�ம் எங்கள் 

கஷ்டங்கள்

- ஆ�கா அ�ள்�ரகாசம்

"Vaanam"
A Tamil poem, which compares the life of a medical student to that of the skies. 

Of how everyone looks upto you once you join the �eld, and how in the initial 
year of joining, we tend to roam around like clouds clueless, until we are 

showed the ropes. For exams may come and go, like storms, the question paper 
like lightning, and the results that follow like thunder. Tears of both joy and 
sadness follow, but at the end it's the rainbow (parent's smile of pride) after 

every storm that make us feel higher off the ground than we really are.

Aashika Arulprakasam

 A Kannada article about commercial surrogacy
 and problems associated with it.

Ranjitha Mandarthi
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ransgender i sm  i s  a Tconcept often popularised 
due to the visibility of the 

Hijra community. That's  how I 
came across the term, perhaps in 
the 3-4th grade. However, I realise 
now that the Hijras are a socio-
cultural group and often consist of 
transgender/transvestite/intersex

 individuals. Gender identity is a 
spectrum, and it is only over the 
last few years that I've sort of 
understood what gender is, and it 
is finally now, that I comfortably 
associate myself  with the term 
'transgender'. Since the term 
denotes an identity that describes 
the incongruence between one's 
biological sex and their gender 
identity, I relate to it. I don't 
identify as male or female, but 
perhaps somewhere in between on 
the spectrum.

O j a s w i n i :  W h a t  d o e s  t h e  w o r d 
“discrimination” mean to you?

Angad : To me, discrimination is when my 
queerness gets in the way of people recognising 
what I'm capable of, academically and 
otherwise. I'm rather visibly queer, in terms of 
my gender expression. That often gets in the 
way of people being able to see anything else. 
It's annoying to have to prove my abilities 
because the perception of my queerness tends 
to overshadow anything else, and becomes my 
only defining characteristic.
That aside, discrimination to me, is the giant 
hindrance my identity poses when it comes to 
the medical profession. As is evident from my 
experiences in the hospital, it's difficult not just 
for my peers, but hospital personnel and 
patients to view me as "normal". And that, quite 
often, places a question mark in their heads on 
m y  a b i l i t i e s  a s  a  m e d i c a l  s t u d e n t . 
Discrimination is also the law's legitimising of 
ill treatment of  queer individuals. It's a 
convenient excuse to be lousy to queer people.

Ojaswini : Have you heard about any 
person facing discrimination, or have you 
personally been discriminated against here 
for your gender identity?

Absolutely. I was bullied in high school, to point 
of depression and self harm as a result of 
isolation. There were a teacher or two back 
then that loved to make fun of my "girly" 
behaviour. One blatantly imitated me in class in 
an attempt at being funny. Luckily, things get 
easier in college. However, when I had my nose 
pierced, I was denied entry into the classroom 
until I had the piercing removed.

In the professor-in-charge's own words, I was 
breaking dress code and was dressing against 
Indian culture. Whilst I understand the 
argument that patients might find it difficult to 
digest, a professor is no one to make that 
assumption particularly in the first year, when 
clinics haven't begun, and when no rule in the 
rulebook to explicitly mentions the piercing of 
my nose as a violation of dress code. Further, it 
was only when I did well in the next test, that I had 
my nose pierced again, and the same professor 
didn't raise an objection so strong. One shouldn't 
have to necessarily excel academically to live a 
dignified life. High time we understood that. 
Human beings deserve basic respect. Period. 

Ojaswini : This entire journey that you have 
had, do you think it had an impact on your 
emotional state. If so, how?
I used to be an incredibly emotional kid. I was the 
easy target. Some of my earliest memories are of 
being bullied. As much as I resent my parents not 
teaching me to accept myself and be me, for this 
would've greatly helped with the bullying, I find 
that everything I've been through (growing up 
without my parents around all that much, with 
their initial disapproval and with the continuous 
bullying) has only helped me build a very thick 
skin. I find that it's because of all of that, that I can 
provide support that I once didn't have.

Ojaswini : Right now, India does not protect 
transgender people from discrimination. 
How does that make you feel?
Absolutely enraged. It makes my blood boil at 
how conveniently the leaders of this country 
choose to ignore basic human rights so as to run 
their political agendas. It's disgusting. Hate 
crimes won't stop. The dismal assault and ill-
treatment of doctors won't stop. It's appalling 
that the people who criticise doctors for leaving 
this country to serve another are the same 
people that justify their ill-treatment. Our 
community is far from protected, and this lack 
of protection combined with other social and 
political factors puts individuals like me at a 
major disadvantage. The future's very uncertain, 
indeed.
Ojaswini : Can you briey describe some of 
the transgender people who inspire you/you 
look up to in life?

I first discovered transgender individuals on 
YouTube in high school, in an attempt at 
understanding the queer world out there. 
Connor Franta, Troye Sivan and several other 
YouTubers often inspired me with their stories. 
Lady Gaga was, and continues to majorly inspire 
me with her eccentricity, and her album “Born 
This Way” played quite the role back when I was 
first coming to terms with who I was, as a 14 
year old. However, over the years, my own friend 
circle have inspired and continue to inspire me.  
Alok Vaid Menon, for shattering the gender 
binary. Seriously, though. Too many names 
come to mind. Far too many to name at one go.

Ojaswini : How would it feel to see a non-
discrimination law that explicitly protects 
LGBTQ+ people from discrimination? 

It would be incredibly validating, but that's 
easier said than done. Given our political 
situation, something of this sort's not likely to 
be implemented any time soon. Pessimistic as 
this may sound, it's the cold, hard truth.

How would you like to contribute to the community?

Firstly, and most importantly, I want to use every single privilege of 
mine to be as successful as I can as a surgeon/medical professional. 
It's so important for the world to get, that your sexuality and gender 
identity have no bearing on your intellectual abilities, talents and 
skills. I'd like my work to speak for me. I want to set a benchmark, as 
a trans individual of colour. 
Second, since I'm in a position to help out queer people in small 
ways, I'd like to reach out. This is something I've wanted to do since I 
first came out. With the help of some of my friends, I've established 
a queer support entity, namely Q&A: The Queer and Ally Network. 
It's an independent organisation, and we conduct cultural events to 
raise awareness at uniting students with various artisitic talents. 
Things are looking good for sure!

"To be or not to be. That is the question." This saying holds true no more than for the transgender community. When misconceptions and narrowed 
perceptions are not only commonplace, but encouraged, opening up to the world requires a lifetime of courage. And Angad Gummaraju, a dear 
friend  of  mine, has  done  just  that.  I  spoke  to him  about  the  many challenges  he's  faced,  and  the  tales  of  his plight  and  the  vitality  that  
he  brings  to  his everyday  struggle  has  left  me  inspired  to  say  the  least.
Here  are  a  few  lines  from  my  converstation  with  him.

I have seen his pain and I have heard his sorrow. He is merely one amongst the many. 
There are hundreds and thousands of boys and girls, women and men, who hide, from the person they 
know themselves to be, simply because they are scared. So let us all stand up for them. Tall, strong, together 
and as one let's welcome them into a world where they feel they belong. For they do. Ojaswini Sharma



1. No space for skeletons �  Cause the closets just 
don't have enough. Try using soda can tabs, or 
sturdy paper clips, to make cascading hangers, 
and hang up more clothes.

Also, instead of arranging your clothes horizontally on top 
of each other, stack them vertically. Not only does this 
save space, but this way you can see all clothes at once, 
thus making it easier to decide what to wear, and not 
having to yank clothes from under other clothes

2. Sleeping Beauty – For those 6‐8 (3‐4?) hours 
of the night, you deserve to feel like the 
majes�c creatures that you are. Spruce up 
your beds with these beau�ful DIY canopies 

h�ps://www.buzzfeed.com/ashleymcgetrick/
slumber‐party‐for‐
one?utm_term=.dcLwz7aVbz#.dyJLm6oVkm

 Is it Hot in here, or is it Just Me? –Try 
hanging a damp towel on your 
open window to help lower the 
temperature. If that doesn't work, 
maybe it's just you. ;)

I'm being Framed! – Use colourful bits of 

washi tape, electrical tape or even 

surgical tape to frame up your favourite 

pictures, posters, quotes, whatever 

you'd like, on the walls. Definitely adds 

a lot of personality to an otherwise 

lacklustre room. 

1. Organize your Work Space - Yeah, I wouldn't want to sit 
at my table if it looked like that either. Rearrange your 

books. Go out and buy (or DIY) a pretty pen stand. Add some 
indoor plants (for aesthetic purposes, for oxygen). Put up 

some of your motivational quotes on the wall 
("If not me, who? If not now, when?"). 

2. Not just To-Do, but When To-Do - Here's 
what most of us do - we get up, we realize we 

have a ton of stuff to do, we make a to-do list of 
all the stuff to be done, look at the list, freak out, 

and then go back to sleep. Well, that won't do! 
Instead of making a simple to-do list, make a 

schedule instead. Proportioning time slots to the 
various activities makes us realize that they're 

actually manageable. Set realistic goals, nd then 
go out and achieve them! 

3. Pomodoro Technique - Human beings are 
not machines, and can't productively sustain 
an activity for too long, and therefore require 

regular intervals of rest. Shocking, I know ! 
(However, if that break lasts for most of the 
semester, then we'll surely have a problem). 

Here's how to do it right - Work for 25 
minutes. Take a 5 minute break (only 5!). 

Repeat for 3 more sets. After every 4 cycles, 
take a longer (15-30 minute) cycle. 

4. Productivity Playlist - I'll �ght anyone who 
denies the positive effect music has on your mood, 
on your energy levels, on your level of motivation. 

Customize your own playlist - songs that mean 
something to you, songs with a good beat.

5.Beds are for Sleeping - Literally. That comfy, �uffy, pillowy, 
blanketed cocoon is not going to boost your productivity levels 
whatsoever. Especially if it's a particularly stressful activity. Sit 

at the table - or better yet, go to the library. The comfort of your 
own room makes you feel lazy, but being surrounded by all 

these productive people making something out of their lives is a 
motivation boost like no other. 

6.Procrastinate Productively - 'Cause let's face 
it , we're all gonna end up postponing that 

assignment at some point, for whatever reason. In 
those moments of weakness, instead of scrolling 
through cat videos, why not do something that's 

not a total waste of time. Look at "VSauce" or 
"Crash Course" videos. Read a good book. Paint. Go 

take a walk. That way, when the deadline �nally 
does hit you and you have to pull an all-nighter, 

you don't feel totally guilty about all the time you 
procrastinated away to glory.

7.Take it Outside - My personal favorite 
productivity hack of all time - EXERCISE! 
Try and take at least half an hour of your 
time everyday to engage in some physical 
activity of your choice. Something fun. 
Something that gets your heart rate going. 
Something that makes you say "Man, I'm so 
pumped up, I'mma go write some records 
now, YEAH!"  

8.Read Me -  Inculcating a new habit, making it a part of our daily lives takes time, patience, and commitment. So, 
take your time, be patient, and promise me your commitment. Read this list over and over and over again, until these 

points (all, or a few, or even one, whatever suits your needs) become second nature. 

College 
Productivity Hacks

College can be both exhilarating and scary. Students must deal with a lot of assignments, home work, and term papers with strict deadlines on 
their own. To be productive and accomplish all of these tasks students need focus. There are ways to increase productivity, for most students 
simple and effective ways are the best. This infographic has 8 tips that will help students boost their productivity.



A simple Bengali 
article that truly 

encompasses 
the relationship

and quarrel
that enue
between a

mother and
daughter over a

petty issue.
But, the moment 

we see the 
true light of the

daughter's
intentions, we
realise where 

the mistake lies
and hope for 

trust to be 
ignited again.

#translated



    
4). Outside the hospital, 
who is Dr. Priya Ballal?
I like watching movies. I spend 
at least 2 hours per day in 
Marena, you'll find me there. I 
love music. I play the piano. I like 
travelling. I pick at least one 
destination a year where I go and see 
one country and come back. I can’t sit 
quietly. I don’t like to sleep too much. It’s a 
waste of time. I am not an early riser, but I 
sleep very late and once you are in OBG I think 
you tend to give up sleep. It's not an important 
priority. I think what's important for all of us is, 
when our career takes up so much of our time 
all we have to do is to make sure we do 
things that we enjoy at work or even 
afterwards. We need that happiness, 
otherwise life becomes very mundane. 
Especially work satisfaction, patient 
care or even for yourself. A Little 
time in a day that you need for 
yourself is very important. 
Other than this, I do my 
private practice I look after 
2 hospitals, a PU college, 
and a nursing college. 
I'm also trained in 
Bharatnatyam and I 
LOVE to bake.

2) Do you think the top positions 
are held by men? Do you think 
there has been a change in this 
trend?

There is a change in this trend. I 
think women were never 
underachievers but they were always 
multi-taskers. They've had so so much 
to do. Men probably have one career 
oriented goal. Women give equal 
importance to family, career, bringing 
up children,etc. Everybody talks 
about equality, in bringing up 
children, but there is always 
predominantly the role of a mother. 
In KMC there is no bias for the top 
positions. There is one lady Dean and 
one man as a Dean, so there is no 
inequality. I think in today’s date the 
stage is equal. If  you are efficient 
enough I don’t think anything should 
hold you back. 

3) What do you think can be done 
to promote this change?
It’s something that women have to 
decide for themselves. I don’t think 
somebody who doesn’t want to 
achieve will change their mind 
beacuse somebody is prodding them. 
There are an equal number of men 
and women, with the similar kind of 
mentality probably because of the 
way things were 25 -30 years ago. 
The scenario was different then. Now 
there is an equal opportunity at least 
from the part of society where we 
come from. There may be parts of 
India where women are pushed 
down, not allowed to read and that’s 
why campaigns like Beti bachao, Beti 
padhao are being promoted. 

5)   Any parting words or any advice to your students 
Maam?

I thought you students get enough advice already. I don’t 
think, adults, like you, need advice. I think you need to 
observe role models. You are smart people and have 
already decided what you want from life, isn’t it? I think 
compared to what we were, you all are much more 
oriented towards your goals. You have so much 
information, which we didn’t have, available in your 
hands. You know looking up a research article from 
journals were a two-hour struggle. Life has changed a lot.  
It’s got its own challenges now, though, I am sure. Every 
generation will tell you how it was oh so difficult for them. 
You too will end up telling the generation after yours the 
same.

1)What inspired you to take 
up OBG?

I hated this subject as a student. 
Once I finished I didn’t have a list of 
what I wanted to do. But I had a list of 
what I didn't want to do. OBG was one of 
them. So what pushed me to it, I don’t 
know. My dad kept telling me that I have an 
aptitude for OBG. He was a professor of 
surgery here, Dr .K.R Ballal. 

I had different thoughts. One day I would say I want 
cardiology, to which he would reply "Okay, you will 
be happy with the challenges but also very bored 
without doing the procedures. Back then there weren’t 
too many interventional procedures."

I then I thought "I will do medicine", and he would say "You 
would be bored pill rolling". Then I would say, "I will do plastic 
surgery", he would say "Are you going to read that much?". For 
everything, he had a counter argument. So he kept telling me, "OBG 
has a very good scope, you do lots of things in OBG like ultrasound, 
radiology, surgery and you are a physician. You are almost everything 
in one."
And then it’s very challenging. Everyday is a new challenge. Labour 
theatre is something to explore. But my perspective of OBG changed only 
after I finished my MD. That hatred towards OBG took 3 years to go away. It 
finally did go away, though. I enjoy it. I enjoy practising it. I enjoy teaching it. 
I realise why I enjoy it. We see less of morbidity/mortality and see more 
happiness, so the end result is always happy. It’s not mundane. It's not like dealing 
with oncology where patients always come with some suffering.

From the aisles of Lady 
Goschen to fighting it out on 
the badminton court, Dr. 
Priya Ballal has left a 

scorching trail in more 
fields than one. We 
had the unique 

chance to glimpse 
her insights until 
life, her work 

and her hope 
for future 

generatio
ns. 

Dr. Priya Ballal
 Professor and Head at Department of OBG, 

KMC Mangalore

Ahamedunissa

Kriti   Das

Sonal   Chopra

Anton   Paulson



As I walked down the dimly lit corridors and pathways, 
Learning to find my way around this musty hot maze. 

Primed by the word of seniors about every detailed aw,
in anticipation of which, my expectations lay very low.

Lo and behold, the sweat did trickle down my drenched back, 
The workload at times made me appreciate hitting the sack. 

Over and beyond the shrill voice of an authoritative entity’s scream, 
Everyone passing the blame parcel in an attempt to let off some steam.

A place where everything worked in unison despite being seemingly haywire, 
Where hormones escalated with the rapidity of fire. 
Where the Nandini canteen came as a saving grace, 

Where dirt, sweat and the occasional amniotic uid covered our face.

I saw the face of a lady who had just given birth, 
The relief etched across her tired face as I checked the abdominal girth. 

A man who was probably a wife beater, drunkard, or who even sells drugs, 
Here he was a father, getting his wife fruits and juice and exchanging hugs.

I found an area where screams echoed and where blood and uids earned no surprise, 
I saw Mother Nature herself at work to issue to every deserving mother a deserving prize.

I watched my professor aid in bringing life into the world and watched nature take its course, 
Gradual and sleek mechanisms where the principle revolved around avoiding any force.

I finally managed to see the reality of the place in its true awe and glory,  
From the era of Lady Goschen herself, a home and birthplace to many a story. 

Try seeing beyond all the cons that corrupt the mind and soul, 
You may be surprised to find, even in that little corner of Hampankatta, your heart eventually 

become whole. 

ou remember the moment you stepped into Ycollege; a head buzzing with ideas and views on 
how medical school is going to be like. Or the 

times you started a new year and that was supposedly 
going to be the toughest year of your life based on the 
rules you heard at orientation, but then you found the 
normal loopholes anyway. The first entrance into the 
Dissection Hall, the Autopsy room and eventually the 
OT and LT and the respective descriptions of each by 

your seniors clearly etched into your mind.

Well, stop for a minute and look back. MBBS is a 
journey like no other and as we go across this, our 
perspective plays a massive role in how our college 
lives eventually shape out to be. Instead of seeing 

things as per the word of our predecessors or eyeing 
what could be wrong or upsetting, a positive outlook 

makes a huge difference. Be it in academia, 
intrapersonal relationships, friendship, or 

extracurricular activities. A major reason why Lady 
Goschen Hospital turned out to be one of my favorite 

places during my entire UG journey and especially 
during internship under Unit A. For those who 

consider or speak of LGH in the light of what most 
regard it as, and for any upcoming juniors who get 

posted there, next time you walk down those corridors 
or take a case in a ward there, think again.

-Dr. Hussein Karim

Background Photograph by Manish Hp

-Dr. Hussein Karim



Hate it or love it, India has become my present, later my past and forever my identity. It is a place where I have grown a great deal - not 
too much physically, but rather soulfully. My experience of India through a beautiful 4-year-long-and-still-counting-journey has been as 
Incredible as it is marketed to be. I had always known of no regrets when I chose to step foot into the land of which I knew so little of 
except for its wise Gandhi, majestic Taj Mahal, and hunky Shah-Rukh Khan. All it took for me to settle in was to reciprocate the 
receptiveness, warmness, and adaptiveness of the Indian culture. Having lived a crucial phase of my life the desi way, here are some of 
my favourite thoughts and realizations about my charming home away from home - through a five feet, slit-eyed viewpoint.

A mere fact that continues to expand my horizon, coming from a country in which the mere capital of India 
would already make up 70% of its total population. Being in the second most populated country in the world 
would mean observing and reecting on some of the most jarring juxtapositions of the brilliant and the 
terrible, the best and the worst, and the beautiful and the ugly in life.
This realization also helps me keep my head level during my drop-bys to the frequently crowded local KFC at the 
mall, where queue cutting inevitably happens. Competition for finger-licking goodness, like competition to 
survive amongst a billion-strong, is tough.

I have been foolish, ignorant but mainly deceived by the college hostel in my freshman year. Beyond the mess 
hall’s extravagant 50 shades of yellow-tinted meals (achieved through the kitchen’s abuse of turmeric) lies a 
paradise of Indian culinary delight of which I slowly familiarized myself with over the years. I’m now quite 
apt at distinguishing between chapati, naan, and paratha and differentiating sambar, dhal, and rasam. Not a 
bad feat for a chopstick-wielding chick who still insists on tearing up her roti with a fork and spoon.
Though it is a given that Malaysia stands as the bomb-diggity food capital of the universe, I must admit that 
sometimes the meaning of life can be a bowl of fragrant Hyderabadi Chicken Biryani. That is, until the 
disastrous bite of the elaichi kicks in.

The adrenaline rush when the rickshaw bhaiya, a devoted fan of Rajinikanth performs a skilled drift, 
maneuvering his way through traffic in a way that puts the Batmobile to shame. The paranoia of riding on 
a crowded public bus and the nauseating overnight journey on the Volvo multi-axle semi-sleeper. The 
anxious waits at the storied railway stations, the awkwardness of sharing berths with strangers of the 
same bay in A/C three-tier and the unwillingness to face the horrors of train toilet. The royal feeling of 
riding pillion on a steady Enfield Bullet, heart racing to the signature thump of the engine, wind in the hair 
and carefree as a bird. The Indian experience is never complete without riding on the one or more modes 
of transportation in the country.

“Why India? You could have chosen somewhere better to study 
abroad,” said everyone back home.
It is all about correcting perspective. The grass becomes greener 
on the other side.

1. India is huge

2. India feeds you more than curry.

3. Grand Theft Auto-Rickshaw

4. As masala as it gets.

5. The grass is as green as it is anywhere else. 

Home Away from Home
Alicia Goh

Not referring to the Masala-avoured anything and everything here (Thumbs Down for Masala 
Cola) but rather the true heterogeneity of the country and the richness of its culture. And 
sometimes, the vastness is a bit too overwhelming for even locals. I overheard college-mates who 
were proud Northerners, whining about the weather, the food, the language and just about 
everything else, clearly more culture-shocked than I was.
We are all Jon Snows, knowing nothing beyond the confines of home, no matter from the same or 
different land. Very amusing.
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When friends don't understand your verbal diarrhea while you're 
intoxicated because all the medical terms stu�er out of your mouth.

When family and friends call dibs on you for free treatment in the future.



Second year brought with it clinics which made us feel like real hotshot doctors! We'd sport our 
steths and strut around wenlock without a clue but with such pride. We've been put in our place 
by Professors on countless occasions since, initially for missing pallor going on to missing a 
murmur. Always thrilling nevertheless, reinforcing our belief that we are in the right place doing 
what we love. 
Inter-collegiate fests entailed general compartment journeys that went up to 42 hours with 
bursting bladders, sleeping on floors, spending days with "legendary" college seniors, monetising 
our epic dumb charades skills by winning events (who knew that'd be possible?!) and absolutely 
having the time of our lives! 
This proved to be a valuable addition to the CVs we were building to prove ourselves worthy to be 
a part of the Students' Council. After giving it a lot of thought I went ahead and applied and the 
year that followed was nothing short of tumultuous. More differences arose than agreements but 
that's bound to happen when seven strongly opinionated people are asked to build common 
ground. What I thought would just be a pleasant change turned out to be more of an insight into 
what different people do with the positions of power handed to them, how the unlikeliest of 
people rise to the occasion and prove to be invaluable and most importantly, how to stick to your 
principles and remain unfazed by the attention and arguments. 
Before we knew it, our super chill third year had whizzed by and we were catapulted into the 
grim final year. The year our posting mates became our best friends, the coffee shop outside CL 
became our hang-out spot, clinics became our priority and academics our lives. And we enjoyed 
every second of it!

 A large part of what defines this experience is the people who enter our lives along the way. The 
person we became best friends with on day one and stuck through. The roommates who 
practically became family. The lovely seniors who become mentors for life and lovelier juniors 
who're there at our beck and call. The friend who is good for an evening chat or a dance at a 
party but nothing more. The adjacent-roll number friends who've seen us through every exam 
and viva. The toxic bullies who come disguised as friends but teach you a good lesson of whom to 
avoid. The people who become so precious to us that even on the worst of days we feel grateful 
knowing we have them in our lives. 

To the years that have brought with it this variety of people. To the years that have given us the 
opportunity to learn from some of the greats in the profession. To the years that have seen me 
experiencing intense exam time anxiety and overcoming it. To the years of having had some of 
the best and worst of experiences. As clichèd as this might sound- I'll carry this with me forever 
and as Bob Marley said, "Though the road's been rocky, it sure feels good to me"! 

After stumbling and fumbling my way through four 
and a half years of med school I've finally made it to 
the other side with my name prefixed, and being the 
compulsive hoarder that I am, a head full of memories 
of my time here.
I'm now a part of the lowliest strata of the medical 
society- an Intern- doomed for a year to be at the 
receiving end of reproval from everyone around. But at 
the same time at a privileged position of having the 
license to make mistakes and learn from them.Interns 
are basically prehistoric creatures walking amidst the 
masses of scuttering undergrads. It's easy to spot the 
undergrads, just look for a group of kids, oblivious to 
their surroundings in their own happy little bubbles, a 
couple hundred decibels louder than required.

Meghna Rai

It's hard not to look at them enviously and go back to 
how, not so long ago, we were in their place. 
How we came here in 2012, bright eyed and bushy 
tailed, away from home for the first time, learning 
the ropes. It was interesting how each person coped 
with this change. Some people went straight down to 
business and hit the books. Going as far as 
ACTUALLY reading the first 19 pages of 
Cunningham. Some went all out taking part in 
college events and getting to know their batchmates. 
Others took to slightly unconventional methods of 
loosening up- a passing phase for most, a habit that 
stuck for some (not recommended). 

Holding the post of CR, becoming an entrant into 
the glorious KMC Lit Club, our oh-so-fabulous 
Rock 'n' Roll themed freshers, getting a taste of the 
yearly extravaganza that is Interclass, getting a 
hang of the basics of medicine, crying like a baby 
to my super supportive parents before exams, 
discovering and falling in love with this beautiful 
little coastal town so different from my bustling 
Bangalore, this is what my formative first year 
comprised of.
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In a nation where the majority of the 

population lives in rural areas that are 

devoid of connectivity, availability and 

feasibility has the electronic revolution 

come too fast?

Yes. Too fast too soon. To make digital India 
possible, we need to educate the rural 
community. They need better access to 

education, to health care facilities. For them, 
even calling from a basic phone can be a 

hassle, due to their lack of knowledge. They 
need to trained adequately. Google has the 

Robotics are increasingly being 

used for surgeries and the likes. 

How far do you believe that 

mechanisation is the future of 

health care?

Mechanisa�on is a technological 
wonder. However, the combina�on of 
mechanics and medicine is s�ll a race 
against �me. Everything has both pain 

and gain, I hope the minds work 

Why are Indian parents so reluctant to 

have "the talk" with their kids? How 

would you go about it?

Because we s�ll consider sex to be a taboo or 
most of them think it will corrupt their 

childrens' innocent minds. 

What's the maximum number of 
proxies you have ever given?

They introduced biometrics because of me.

Should the term "feminism" be 

scrapped, and replaced with a 

more gender neutral term? After 

all, it's supposed to be for the 

benefit of all "Mankind", right?

I don't think so. It doesn't ma�er 
what you call it. It will s�ll mean the 
same. Only a biased person will see 
feminism and mankind separately. 

Does freedom of expression 
also include the freedom to 

offend? What about the 
freedom to get offended?

Without freedom to offend , 

freedom of expression ceases to 

1.

2.

3.

The Best three answers:

Based  on  the  results  from  the

poll  taken  on  a  sample  size  of

50- 60  students. we  documented

the  best  campus  interview

 answers  we  came  across. 

Special Mention:
Both go 

hand in hand
Don't try to 
separate

2 sides of a coin,
you'll break it 

otherwise



That carefree life now long gone by
A hassled future, with its cares lies nigh

To imagine industry, in times meant for play
The pressures go up with each passing day

Ignorance was bliss, I ruefully wish it's return
But that was the only time, it was okay to be dumb
Seeing the world, it's wonders, the first time round 

Seemingly a great adventure, eagerness was abound
Crying for trifles, we'd get what we'd want

Our mindless laughs, our babbles weren't fitting any font 
But then as we grew, and so did our mind

The world wasn't easy, or so we would find
Seeds wouldn't grow into trees in our tummies 

Easter eggs would be from the store not bunnies 
Surprises in the newness of each new day

Were taken over by this monotony present today
Responsible for our futures, we'd be forced to push 

Haplessly doubting our worth, we'd forget to doubt the rush
But fret not you, who thinks they have grown old 

The joyous reliefs are still under the fold
Over apparent drab environs, which need only a change

Love that we deserve, all admiration is in range 
Work all that we can, we will make time for play
No pressures will stop us from enjoying our day

Newfound feelings, now that we adult
Smarter that we've become, it'll all be less difficult 
With each bruise borne, we learned how to walk 

These troubles now too, will turn to small talk
Resilience in our blood, we'll learn to live

Come at us life, with all you can give! 

Zindagi ke panno par hazaro kisse chappe hai
Kuch purani yaadein aur kuch naye likhe hai

Iss sab ke beech is jeevan ka jeevan hai
Hazaro asliyaton ke beech chand mere sapne hai

Chalte sabke saath magar phir bhi kahin akele hai
Zindagi ki iss daur mein andekhe rahe kuch mele hai

Kya paya aur kya nhn, iska apna ek hisaab hai
Abhi toh kahin pahuche hee nhn janaab, door abhi khitaab hai

Dekhta hoon aaj peeche mudkar toh kuch chehre nazar aate hai
Aankhon se gaalo tak ki raah ko bheega sa chorr jaate hai

Samay kisi ke liye nhn rukta yeh aaj samajh aaya hai
Log toh nhn rehte, magar reh jaati unki baatein hai

Aayine mein khud ko aaj ek naya sa kuch paata hoon
Bahut kuch paa lia aur abhi bhi bahut kuch chahta hoon

Apno ke liye kuch kia jaaye toh kya hee zindagi ka swaad ho
Main duniya ki nahin magar apni nazaron mein aasmaan choona chahta hoon

KMC
UNCUT
UNTAMED
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And that's how
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hecking my mails at 3 am after a whole Cnight struggle with virues before the 2 
nd year university came as an 

adrenaline rush, Much to my surprise, I had  
received an email from the Dept. of Science & 
Technology ,Government of India stating that 
I was selected among top 100 students across 
INDIA in a nationwide 
IDEATHON contest, for my idea on potential 

early biomarker replacing lipid profile investigation in 
cardiovascular diseases” under full sponsorship. Skipping 
the University Practical's, I landed in Gujarat on 
9/01/2017  - to attend the Nobel Exhibition at Science 
City, Ahmedabad, where exhibits used by Nobel laureates 
in their studies from the Nobel Museum, Sweden, were 
put on display & the best part of the program was getting  
addressed by none other than PM Narendra Modi saying 
"Today we are making history by having a galaxy of Nobel 
laureates in Gujarat. 
Our government is committed in improving laboratory infrastructure of the country to tap 
the research potential of our young citizens & the scientific community , so that not just they 
improve lives of people globally but also make us proud by bringing home the Next Nobel 
Prize in coming few years”
Next day was way more exciting “The Nobel Dialogue” at Mahatma Mandir 
Auditorium,Gandhinagar with panel of 9 Nobel Laureates  who discussed and shared 
their thoughts on 'Basic or Applied Research – Fostering an innovative environment' and 
'Local research, global impact: Addressing global challenges'

1). How do you see INDIA & it's vibrant scientific community? 
To which Venkatraman Ramakrishnan (Nobel Prize in Chemistry 
2009) replied that Indian biomedical researchers have a great 
opportunity to research on India-specific issues. He urged that with 25 
million new students entering the educational ecosystem in India annually, 
India needs to invest heavily in building educational infrastructure. He also 
said that microbial pathogenesis, genome, vaccine development are areas 
India should focus on as there is a lot of scope for meaningful research 
here.
2). Keeping the current laboratory facilities in INDIA in mind, what 
all areas of research would you think are feasible in Indian Labs?
India has the potential to become a leader in large science projects globally, 
given its economic growth rate and strong leadership but it needs heavy 
investments in Science & Technology.

rd3).How difficult do you think it is for a researcher from a 3  world 
country let's say India to win the Nobel Prize ?
Dr.  -  2009 for her Ada Yonath Nobel Prize winner in Chemistry
discovery of structure of ribosome
“I am an old women from Israel 
who just had a humble start ,You 
can't get a better example than me.”

I was very lucky to have a one-
on-one interaction with both of 
them for quite a long time, 
admist the high security, 
regarding my idea, as well as 
their approach of handling team 
members as a resource in 
coordinating research projects 
efficiently. I also had an 
opportunity to personally 
interact with Dr. Goran K. 
Hanson, Head of  Nobel 
Foundation and Secretary of 
Nobel Committee for 
Physiology or Medicine who 
happened to chair one of the 
sessions of Nobel Dialogue where 
I got to know in his speech that 
he too is working on “serum 
biomarkers for atherosclerosis” .

 “Currently I am also in a process to create “Global Nobel 
Series Alumni network” comprising of all the young 
delegates & mentors from premier Laboratory institutions 
to make a platform for continuous exchange of ideas, 
scientific updates & giving wings to our young research 
ideas.”

Dr. Ada Yonath - Nobel Prize winner in 
Chemistry 2009 for her discovery of 

structure of ribosome

Dr. Goran K. Hanson, Head of  Nobel 
Foundation and Secretary of Nobel Committee 

for Physiology or Medicine

110 111

nobel   Laureates

Face to  FACE with

On 27 November 
1895, Alfred Nobel 
signed his last will 
and testament, 
giving the largest 
share of his fortune 
to a series of prizes 
in Physics, 
Chemistry, 
Physiology or 
Medicine, Literature 
and Peace - the 
Nobel Prizes.

I used this golden opportunity to speak to numerous Noble 
Laureates about socially relevant questions.#themoreyouknow

- Subham Sarthak



I looked back at him – that large anaplastic cell, gazing right at 
me. The silence of the multi-headed microscope room was 
broken when the breast pathologist made the final diagnosis, 
Anaplastic Large Cell Lymphoma. 
While I walked through the hallways of the University of 
Chicago Medical Centre, on my way to learn the religion of 
Cytologians, I still could not believe it. A week back I was in 
Mangalore, spending my nights reading Robbins – Pathologic 
Basis of Disease and today I was in the birthplace of that very 
book. 
I spent my time rotating in surgical and clinical pathology seeing 
various cases, both common and rare; witnessing autopsies, 
brain cutting sessions, case discussions, grossing, previewing 
microscopic slides, and attending sign-outs sessions. But my 
favourite always remained the tumor board meetings where I 
interacted with clinicians and surgeons while we discussed the 
most challenging cases of the week. The tumor board meetings 
gave me a new perspective for approaching cases and showed me 
the holistic picture of patient care & treatment. 
My weekends were mostly spent ticking off things on my bucket 
list such as attending live theatre performances, visiting the Art 
Institute of Chicago which celebrates medieval age art to modern 
art under one roof, and attending the concerto by Chicago 
Symphony Orchestra. While my body slowly got accustomed to 
the chilly winds coming from the Upper Peninsula beyond Lake 
Michigan, the city known to average over 40 inches of snow per 
winter decided to spare me of its famous yet brutal winter, and 
underwent a snow drought allowing me to witness only tolerable 
snowfall. 
It truly was an experience of a lifetime, where not only did I learn 
a holistic approach towards diagnosis and the role of pathology 
in it but also polished my attitude towards the practice of 
medicine. 
Soaking in the essence of diversity, growth, and knowledge at the 
University of Chicago, I could taste the elixir of KMC itself which 
represents the ethos of Manipal University very strongly and 
exposes us to areas & lands unknown. 

t was a cold and windy minus ten degrees outside. IHe was constantly staring at me, while I stared back 
at him. I knew what this meant. I took my eyes off 

him and looked outside the window instead. 
Here I was, in a land unknown to me; a land where the 
Sun hardly came up, where the skies often coughed 
snow, where people pride themselves on their 
hardiness and willingness to wear puffy coats from 
January to April. This was it. This was Sinatra's 
Chicago, the Land of Lincoln. 

I had just finished my first year,
and there was only one thing I could hear,

to reach the final passing crease,
you’ll have to know the Pathologic Basis of Disease

The department of Pathology on the first floor,
welcomed me to the Lighthouse shore,

It’s easy to reach and easier to pass,
consider yourself lucky, if  you recognize that cancerous mass

After the first lecture, pathology created a sensation,
as I started learning the basics of inflammation,

that time when instead of love, knowledge was in the air,
and I was enlightened about the process of wound repair

All slides looked alike under that microscope,
as I struggled in the lab with the supreme hope,
that one day there will surely come an instant,

when I’ll be able to  differentiate benign from malignant 

Then came the night before the 3rd sem exam,
when I finally realized Robbin’s is a scam,

when the index tells you’ve 500 pages to read,
short-cut guide book is the only thing you need

On seeing the question paper, I recollected my sins,
as my eyes wandered around searching for my kins,

and then the notice board became a molester,
as my rollercoaster ride reached the 4th semester

It was just when I discovered how blood becomes static,
Pathology took its turn, general became systematic,

I finally mugged up the definition of edema,
when the professor asked me the types of emphysema

I promised myself, I’ll master the respiratory diseases,
but soon comes a time, when your focus ceases,

By the time I got accustomed to rhinitis,
the lectures were revolving around ulcerative colitis

Before I could realize Goodpasture is not a mexican singer
jumping around came the 4th sem exams ringer
1000 pages to read, Robbin’s the toughest quest,

I decided to send Dr. Harsh Mohan a friend request

Next day in the examination hall, the invigilator gave me a smile,
the question paper appeared to be longer than the Nile,

the afternoon hours had already got me in a state of hypnosis,
and I had no clue about the definition of cirrhosis

5th semester has now begun and I’ve made a resolution,
Pathology is a solvent, Robbin’s the only solution,

I hope till the universities I finally get a clue,
not everything I've read before again appears new

Sadhika Sood

The Chicago Chronicle

Fine Arts Secretary
Students' Council 2015 - 16
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Sun, rain, the beach and sweat. Long ago the four elements lived together in harmony. But everything 
changed when the sun attacked. Only a proper weather pattern, harmonizing all four elements could stop 
it. But when Mangalore needed it the most, it vanished. A hundred memories have passed and my 
colleagues and I have rediscovered a new hope, a skill named "making do". And although it's 'awakening' 
skills are great, it had a lot to spread before it is ready to save anyone. But I believe, that we can save the city. 

That's a decent way to start, don't you think? Something nostalgic... With a little twist to suit the topic at 
hand. A lot of 'good' orators do that; so I thought, why not? Well, since this is the first time I've written an 
article (as you will probably realize in the next few lines), I intend to write about something that affects us 
right here, right now. Yeah, it's the entire hostel community drowning in worry over the flood of problems 
arising due to no potable water around this time last year, resulting in a wave of complaints and an ocean 
of disappointment, complicated by a shower of factors, like improper water storage. Add to that the steady 
stream of bad news regarding nearby water sources drying up, and you have the perfect recepie for 
disaster. At least in the most basic way. Memory makes no mistake while recounting the troubled times of 
then, the last few days in here. Kapprigudda had never been so dry before, in both senses. The mess began 
to sell bottled water, stopped supplying water to even the mess sink, and guess what; no more steel jugs full 
of water. Juice lovers did not have a great time either, and finally our loyal Marena was the first one to get 
pulled out. The central library managed a few days, before we saw the life of it ebb away. Watching 
ancient monuments like City Center and Forum fiza run out of the holy transparency was no fun either. 
Hopefully the hospitals were getting enough. Historians report an unrelated rise in sales of deodrants, too. 
Wonder where those went. 

Okay, so what really happens is simple, right? We've been taught this fact since fourth grade. A coastal 
place like Mangalore, which is also closer to the equator will have a hotter and a more humid climate. (Not 
a fact - our body adapts well to limited changing environments and climates. Also, it's not much of a debate 
when even the locals complain of the humidity!) But also, being near the coast, it has one of the most 
luscious monsoons. Ask the locals; they tell stories from an era forgotten. Four days of continuous rain, not 
even a ten minute break? People having to shift their homegrown plants inside the house due to the excess 
rains? Entire schools and coaching centres pausing for those days due to this minor display of nature's 
power? Only in Mangalore. But none of this leads to water logging, befuddling traffic, or a city wide 
standstill. And yet mere absence of this very trivial onslaught brings the city to its knees. Because Mangalore 
prepared well for the annual cloudburst, but not for the occasional dry-up. But can you blame them? Few 
people apart from conspiracy theorists ever predicted this. Even when they did, most data and statistics 
went against their gut instincts. That leads to no real work being done in that field. 

But the one thing that we students are really concerned about, and this is the brutal truth, are the drought 
vacations. Sure, the farmer might be suffering, the hospital might be desperate, the private water supplier 
might be head over heels; the only thing that bothers the average hostelite is the duration of the vacation. 
And this is where the controversy begins, because everyone wants the vacations; we want to come back to 
the same normal schedule we had. And we want to be told way in advance about all of it. Reality smacks 
us right in the face by stepping on all of these hopes one by one. And that is why the drought holidays are 
great, but not so at the same time. All this talk about the vacations and why they might not be great. Why 
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A malayalam poem that paints two 
parrallel storylines, first with the 

disintegration of the nature 
around us, and second, the death 

of our childhood and happiness in 
life, as we step into adulthood, 

both following the same pattern. 

To Drought or Not
Vinayak Saran

#translated

Sun, rain, the beach and sweat. Long ago the four elements lived together in harmony. But everything 
changed when the sun attacked. Only a proper weather pattern, harmonizing all four elements could stop 
it. But when Mangalore needed it the most, it vanished. A hundred memories have passed and my 
colleagues and I have rediscovered a new hope, a skill named "making do". And although it's 'awakening' 
skills are great, it had a lot to spread before it is ready to save anyone. But I believe, that we can save the city. 

That's a decent way to start, don't you think? Something nostalgic... With a little twist to suit the topic at 
hand. A lot of 'good' orators do that; so I thought, why not? Well, since this is the first time I've written an 
article (as you will probably realize in the next few lines), I intend to write about something that affects us 
right here, right now. Yeah, it's the entire hostel community drowning in worry over the flood of problems 
arising due to no potable water around this time last year, resulting in a wave of complaints and an ocean 
of disappointment, complicated by a shower of factors, like improper water storage. Add to that the steady 
stream of bad news regarding nearby water sources drying up, and you have the perfect recepie for 
disaster. At least in the most basic way. Memory makes no mistake while recounting the troubled times of 
then, the last few days in here. Kapprigudda had never been so dry before, in both senses. The mess began 
to sell bottled water, stopped supplying water to even the mess sink, and guess what; no more steel jugs full 
of water. Juice lovers did not have a great time either, and finally our loyal Marena was the first one to get 
pulled out. The central library managed a few days, before we saw the life of it ebb away. Watching 
ancient monuments like City Center and Forum fiza run out of the holy transparency was no fun either. 
Hopefully the hospitals were getting enough. Historians report an unrelated rise in sales of deodrants, too. 
Wonder where those went. 

Okay, so what really happens is simple, right? We've been taught this fact since fourth grade. A coastal 
place like Mangalore, which is also closer to the equator will have a hotter and a more humid climate. (Not 
a fact - our body adapts well to limited changing environments and climates. Also, it's not much of a debate 
when even the locals complain of the humidity!) But also, being near the coast, it has one of the most 
luscious monsoons. Ask the locals; they tell stories from an era forgotten. Four days of continuous rain, not 
even a ten minute break? People having to shift their homegrown plants inside the house due to the excess 
rains? Entire schools and coaching centres pausing for those days due to this minor display of nature's 
power? Only in Mangalore. But none of this leads to water logging, befuddling traffic, or a city wide 
standstill. And yet mere absence of this very trivial onslaught brings the city to its knees. Because Mangalore 
prepared well for the annual cloudburst, but not for the occasional dry-up. But can you blame them? Few 
people apart from conspiracy theorists ever predicted this. Even when they did, most data and statistics 
went against their gut instincts. That leads to no real work being done in that field. 

But the one thing that we students are really concerned about, and this is the brutal truth, are the drought 
vacations. Sure, the farmer might be suffering, the hospital might be desperate, the private water supplier 
might be head over heels; the only thing that bothers the average hostelite is the duration of the vacation. 
And this is where the controversy begins, because everyone wants the vacations; we want to come back to 
the same normal schedule we had. And we want to be told way in advance about all of it. Reality smacks 
us right in the face by stepping on all of these hopes one by one. And that is why the drought holidays are 
great, but not so at the same time. All this talk about the vacations and why they might not be great. Why 
they might not be as satisfying as we expect. And yet, we need them. Because come on. Give us one guilt 
free trip back home, if only to meet Ma.
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Standing before a barred gate, at the crack of dawn,
The sentries there glare at you, their compassion, completely gone.

All this pomp and show coupled with hard work's fair share,
All for the man of the house, who I'm afraid, isn't there.

You've booked an appointment with him, days in advance,
Not your eagerness, but your resources have bought you a chance.
But little do you know that the deal you've made isn't remotely fair,

Because they who've booked your meet with him don't know that he isn't there.

The gates screech open and you scuttle in, shoving through the crowd,
Your toes get trampled by grimy feet but your head stands high and proud,

You peep, peak, look and search inside the owner's lair,
You ignore the possibility, that probably, he isn't there.

The sea of human heads knows no patience as it storms ahead,
Painting a circus with saffron hues out of the owner's homestead,
His caretaker ushers you in, and spreads out his lucrative ware,

Distracted by the glitter, you do not realise that he isn't there.

You proudly march on your way home, full of complacence,
Proud of the vermilion on your head and your hands that smell of incense,

You have experienced a meeting which is open to a fortunate few,
As you leave, from a distance with sorry eyes he watches you.

He watches you from the beggar's heart who you ignored at the gate,
From the limping dog on the street who was left to its own fate,
From the porter's eyes to whom you denied a reasonable fare,

He watches you from places you'd least expect him to be there.

He watches you from the conscience of an emotionally tortured child,
From the teary eyes of a wounded tiger that you shot in the wild,

From the hearts of aged people who are helpless without your care,
But you're busy invoking him within walls where he isn't there.

All men have some innate good buried deep inside,
Coated with layers of materialism, conceit, ego and pride,

While you sit cross legged before his 'house', patronising ritualistic art,
God is struggling to find the good in you, to thrive inside your heart.

Someone once hit “Play”.
And ever since, we all kept going,
Not knowing where. No idea why.

We just kept going.

The incessant action had set in friction.
Friction that destroyed a lot.

First the innocence, and then the childhood.
Imagination, freedom and humanity followed.

Meanwhile, we all kept going and reached adulthood.

Success was set as the goal and death the due date.
Deadlines and incentives were the driving forces.

Now with an apparent vision we started going faster.
Emotions and sentiments now became hurdles.

Mediocracy was now a crime.
Meanwhile, we all kept going. Reached old age.

Now, the due date was near.
A lot of deadlines had been met and a lot of incentives received. 

A few more steps and we would be successful.
Few more steps later, we were successful.

We had done it, reached the goal.
The ones behind, looked up to us, the ones around, adored us.

Meanwhile, we kept going.

No deadlines to meet. No incentives to offer.
It is no more a competition.

Aimless and tired, we pause for a while.
We look around and we know that we have lost our way.

It's evident that success is not the “right goal”.
It is not about the success we say to each other.

A child comes around and asks “What is it about?”.
We have no clue.

We decide to let the child explore.
We hit the play with a piece of advice.

Once in a while “Hit the pause” we say.

Temple of Thought Pause
Shatadru Seth Rohit Bavihalli
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“Cheer up, man!”. “It's all in your head". “Just, get over it!". Did you ever say any of these phrases to anyone? 
Did you think twice before saying it out loud? Either way, I want you to read this article. Try and understand 
this demon lurking amongst us, its' potential, and what it can do to a person.

Depression isn't just "Monday morning blues" that extends for a few days. Depression, feels like emptiness. 
Exhaustion. You feel tired at trying so hard to solve life’s many tragic obstacles with no visible result, that you 
lose hope for happiness. You feel no emotion, not happy, not sad. Just an empty void of defeat, that keeps 
growing inside you. You reach a point where you’ve reached your mind’s limit and you just want 
everything to just STOP! But it doesn’t. The world keeps going on, and the problems just keep 
getting worse.

Depression makes you feel like you're crumbling to pieces, under the sheer weight of 
your own existence. It makes you want to apologise to everyone around you just for 
the very space you occupy. Depression is being stuck in a dark empty room with 
no escape, and the only sounds you can hear are the echoes of your own 
thoughts. Sometimes it's a continuous cascade of overwhelming emotions, 
you wish that your brain would stop thinking and feeling so much. And the 
other times? You're just empty. You don't move, you don't feel. It's as if  
you're not good enough for anything, even the things you know you're 
the best at. You believe that you can never be happy again, never be 
loved, even when you know that it's not true. 

This is not something rare, this is real and this might happen to 
anyone around you. And they're probably hesitating to tell you, 
because it's hard for them to open up and tell you that they feel 
broken without feeling judged, and needy. They feel like nobody really 
cares anyways and are faking empathy. So they keep to themselves.

It is also important to highlight that being sad for some time is not equal to being "depressed". Maybe 
your mood has been down for the past two days because you didn't perform well in a recent test or 
because your favourite character from a TV show died (McDreamy Alert!). This is feeling "sad". Not 
depressed. Depression is NOT something you can diagnose yourself with. Medicine textbooks state that, 

Upto 6 weeks is subclinical sadness, while more than 6 weeks is depression.

Approximately 1 in 6 people experience depression at some point in their lives. It is estimated 
that globally, about 350 million people suffer from depression. It is the leading cause of 

disability worldwide, and about 50% of the suicides are committed by people who have 
depression. For something as widespread and devastating as this, we barely give it 

the time or attention it deserves.

But right now it's time to talk. To understand. To be there. 

And Hence, We as the Editorial Board 2016 - 17

are always here to talk out any problems that you are facing , we 
are more than willing to help you with studies.
We will guide you to the respective help-lines that KMC, 
Mangaluru provide, to ensure that you take healthy steps in

maintaining proper Mental well-being.

On account of World Health Day : Depression ,  on 7th April 2017

We   as   the   Editorial   Board 2016 - 17   Decided   that   it    was   time   for   us   to   sit   down   and   talk.

We   clearly   know   that   this   article   is   huge ,   looks   boring   and makes you want to skip to the next page. 

But   we   highly   recommend   you  to  patiently    read   it   before   you    move    forward. 13 REASONS WHY... 

Feel free to talk to any one of the members from the Editorial 
Board 2016 - 17 for any help in any way possible 

1) Understand that there is always more than what meets the eye. You think you get what they're 
going through but trust me, you don't. Not unless you have experienced it firsthand.

2) When someone who loves you, tells you that they're going through something like this, they 
are sitting in front of you, cold, naked, and vulnerable. Acknowledge them. They aren't 
seeking attention, they're doing this because they trust you enough to let you know. Don't 
hear them out just to give advice. LISTEN to them. Because they would've mustered a lot of 
courage to show you the scars they dread the most. Try to understand. Try.

3) If you see someone getting worse, help them get professional assistance. Be with them.

4) Assure and re-assure them that it is not a sign of weakness, that it is not a character flaw.

5) Rationally, they know you love them, even with their anxiety and depression. But anxiety 
and depression are not rational. Little acts of reassurance that show them that you love them, 
and are not getting sick of them, will make sure they don't build up the anger and insecurity 
inside of themselves.

6) Be patient. On some days it may seem like they've forgotten all the things you've previously 
told them, and that all the progress you've made over time means nothing now, like you're 
back to square one. Don't lose it at times like this. Understand that it is probably a bad day. 
Be calm and repeat yourself.

7) Don't hold their condition responsible for everything they say or do.

8) No matter how deep the pit is, you CAN get out of it. But first, you have to start. Take that first step, 
acknowledge your issue. Don't brush it aside. Don't say “I'm fine. People have it worse than I do.” 
Face your problem – that's half the solution.

9) You don't have to do this alone. It's OK to ask for help. TALK to someone- your best friend, your 
mother, your brother. Tell them how you feel. You think they might not get you, but most of the times, 
they will. And even if they don't, they will try their best to help you. Opening up for the first time is 
definitely the hardest, but once you do it, you will thank yourself for it.

10) Try to be rational. If you think you're getting worse, seek professional help. Do not self-diagnose. You 
think therapy might not work for you, but they are trained professionals and will help you come to 
terms with your condition. Over time, it won't be as hard.

11) Remind yourself that it's NOT your fault. I know there will be times when all you can see is how 
everything is your fault, how everyone is messed up because of you, what a huge failure you are. At 
those times remind yourself that it's not you. It's your anxiety that's talking. Track your thoughts. Ask 
yourself - would you say the same things to your best friend? If your answer is no, then don't say it to 
yourself either.

12) There will be bad days, when this demon in your head will make you feel like there's no point of 
existence. Moments when you will just want to give everything up and just be done with it. 
Remember that these suicidal thoughts are just momentary. No matter how bad you think things are, 
NOTHING is worth ending it all. Distract yourself. Go out for a jog. Call someone. Just stop thinking 
about it. The moment will pass. You will be fine. 

13) Eat properly. Don't starve yourself out, or binge eat one whole ice-cream tub (it's tempting, I know, 
but still), it will only make things worse.

Background Painting by Varsha Chinta

- Varsha   Chinta
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ome cause happiness wherever Sthey go ;others whenever they 
go.

Questions are never indiscreet, 
answers sometimes are.
Scandal is gossip made tedious by 
morality.
Whenever man does a thoroughly 
stupid thing,it is always from the 
noblest motives.
There is no sin except stupidity.
Every saint has a past and every 
sinner has a future.
We are all in the gutter but some of 
us are looking at the stars…”
The final buzzer of the day echoed 
through the corridors of  Hexton 
county prison and the lights went 
out. The hue and cry for the day 
settled to a hum and gradually 
waned to silent sobs or content 
snores. I stealthily crossed to sit in the 
patch of  moonlight straying in 
through a hole in the pitch darkness 
of the dungeon. I had managed to 
evade this question all day, but I was 
trapped in my own thoughts now, 
“How did a legitimate journalist like 
me land up in prison?” I slowly 
started running the sequence of 
events from a fortnight ago.
“But Mr.Polavo, I witnessed every 
single detail I’ve documented in this 
article. This piece of paper holds 
nothing but the truth going on in that 
asylum. Isn’t that why you sent me 
anyway? To review the place?”
“A good review, not dirt! Becky, 
you’ve gone too far this time. 
FEIGNING INSANITY! Christ! I’d bet 
you’re actually crazy.”

Renegade  

“The validation of my sanity may 
well be dependent on labeling the 
other insane. It’s a whole corrupted 
system running there. Right from the 
psychiatrist at the Mercy Hospital 
who’s receiving a commission for 
sending patients to their Psychiatric 
Institution to the Health commission 
inspector who has consistently given 
an excellent review despite the 
appalling state of affairs. Don’t even 
get me started on the kind of abuse 
the patients are facing. How can we 
turn a blind eye to all this now that 
we have proof?”
“WE? PROOF? PUH! My delusional 
little girl, let me make one thing very 
clear. This piece of information in 
your hand will never make its way to 
my paper. Mr. Mercy is a very big 
sponsor for “EXPOSED” and I 
wouldn’t print anything to mar his 
reputation. So forget any of  this 
happened and I don’t want you 
loitering outside my office with any 
of  this or I’ll be forced to take 
strict…”“Say no more. I quit.” I had 
stormed out of the office convulsing 
with rage.
The gory secrets of  Mercy. How 
ironical! I looked at the picture of the 
hospital. What went on inside was 
well concealed by masked nurses 
capped in white, as well as bolts and 
bars from the scrutiny of the public. 
N o  o n e  w o u l d  b e l i e v e  a 
s c h i z o p h r e n i c  w i t h  t a c t i l e 
hallucinations if  they said there were 
rats, lizards, cockroaches and spiders 
infesting every dingy room. 

The pretty girl with amnesia cried 
with pain and bleeding from her 
uterus every other morning not 
being able to recall what happened 
the night before. The security guard 
outside her cell remained unmoved 
only to commit the same heinous 
crime again.The nurses would have a 
good laugh in turns to mess with the 
woman in the corner room who had 
landed in the asylum because she 
fancied all other men but her 
h u s b a n d  a n d  h a d  o b s e s s iv e 
compulsive tendencies towards 
them. They advised her to make 
passes at the good looking doctor 
who came on Wednesdays.After a 
certain point even I’d chosen to 
ignore the shrieks and cries from the 
paediatric wing where the children 
were thrashed ruthlessly when they 
defied orders. Sometimes when 
anaesthetics weren’t available the 
nurses would inject high doses of 
morphine.There was a man who kept 
begging all night for a drop of water 
after the injection but no one gave 
any heed. In the one week that I was 
in the asylum, I remember being 
sprayed water through the bars of 
the celllike a vehicle in a car wash as 
an option for bathing. The apples, 
raisins and grapes which the 
attendants flaunted & stuffed in their 
mouths never managed to reach our 
tables. I had to let the world know, 
even  i f  i t  mean t  pub l i sh ing 
anonymously. Mr.Mercy filed a 
sedition case against me the day the 
r iva l  p r e s s  “ H ex t o n  T i m e s ” 
published my article. 

None other than Mr.Polavo had 
actively contributed to exposing my 
identity. The police arrest, the 
journey, and the procedures to my 
final containment in this dungeon 
were only a blur after that.
My hearing was due tomorrow and I 
needed to be fresh and alert. My 
lawyer seemed pretty confident and I 
k n e w  I  c o u l d  p r o v e  m y 
innocence.With hope and courage in 
my heart,I decided to call it a night. 
Little did I know the horrors that 
were awaiting the next morning.
I shall spare you the details of the 
tedious court trial because I’m afraid 
I might end up in tears. I am on my 
way back from court now not to 
return to the comforts of homebut to 
dwell in the terrors of  Mercy 
Psychiatric Hospital. Mr.Polavo and 
Mr.Mercy cunningly manipulated 
my records in the hospital to 
convince the judge that I was truly 
insane. Mr.Polavo admitted to getting 
me out from there but he described 
our confrontation as violent and 
aggressive behavior. None like he’d 
ever seen before.
My family history of bipolar only 
made matters more suspicious. After 
a coerced evaluation, I was labelled 
as mentally unstable and doomed to 
live in the asylum. I had spoken for 
t h o s e  w h o  c o u l d n ’ t  d e f e n d 
themselves so they tried to suppress 
my voice. Such is the power of 
political abuse of psychiatry. “But 
what is done, cannot be undone.” My 
voice had reached places beyond 
their circle of influence.

Journalists from all over protested 
a n d  u r g e d  t h e  n e e d  f o r  a n 
independent committee to run an 
unbiased investigation into the 
Institution and demanded a fair trial. 
After a year of abuse, torture, apathy 
and disdain I was released a free soul, 
all the more determined to fight for 
the cause. The 8 million fine slapped 
on the hospital ,  handover in 
administration, Mr Mercy’s hair 
turning grey with worry and the 
corrupt health officials getting 
sacked were only icing to the cake.
I am free but my fellow mates in the 
hospital are trapped and deceived by 
their own mind. They do not 
understand the intricacies of day to 
day interaction but they have 
beautiful  minds.  Their active 
imagination flows with the melody 
of music, poetry and lores. They ache 
to return home to their loved ones 
promising to never be a bad son, 
daughter, husband or wife again. Do 
you know what a sensation it is when 
a  l e t t e r  i s  d e l iv e r e d  a t  t h e 
premises?Your sympathy might do 
no good, but your silence and 
indifference devours their spirit as 
much as their disease.So let’s shatter 
the stigma , mend the mind. Label 
jars, not people.
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the cause. The 8 million fine slapped 
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I am free but my fellow mates in the 
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of music, poetry and lores. They ache 
to return home to their loved ones 
promising to never be a bad son, 
daughter, husband or wife again. Do 
you know what a sensation it is when 
a  l e t t e r  i s  d e l iv e r e d  a t  t h e 
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the stigma , mend the mind. Label 
jars, not people.

Ahana Bose

None other than Mr.Polavo had 
actively contributed to exposing my 
identity. The police arrest, the 
journey, and the procedures to my 
final containment in this dungeon 
were only a blur after that.
My hearing was due tomorrow and I 
needed to be fresh and alert. My 
lawyer seemed pretty confident and I 
k n e w  I  c o u l d  p r o v e  m y 
innocence.With hope and courage in 
my heart,I decided to call it a night. 
Little did I know the horrors that 
were awaiting the next morning.
I shall spare you the details of the 
tedious court trial because I’m afraid 
I might end up in tears. I am on my 
way back from court now not to 
return to the comforts of homebut to 
dwell in the terrors of  Mercy 
Psychiatric Hospital. Mr.Polavo and 
Mr.Mercy cunningly manipulated 
my records in the hospital to 
convince the judge that I was truly 
insane. Mr.Polavo admitted to getting 
me out from there but he described 
our confrontation as violent and 
aggressive behavior. None like he’d 
ever seen before.
My family history of bipolar only 
made matters more suspicious. After 
a coerced evaluation, I was labelled 
as mentally unstable and doomed to 
live in the asylum. I had spoken for 
t h o s e  w h o  c o u l d n ’ t  d e f e n d 
themselves so they tried to suppress 
my voice. Such is the power of 
political abuse of psychiatry. “But 
what is done, cannot be undone.” My 
voice had reached places beyond 
their circle of influence.

None other than Mr.Polavo had 
actively contributed to exposing my 
identity. The police arrest, the 
journey, and the procedures to my 
final containment in this dungeon 
were only a blur after that.
My hearing was due tomorrow and I 
needed to be fresh and alert. My 
lawyer seemed pretty confident and I 
k n e w  I  c o u l d  p r o v e  m y 
innocence.With hope and courage in 
my heart,I decided to call it a night. 
Little did I know the horrors that 
were awaiting the next morning.
I shall spare you the details of the 
tedious court trial because I’m afraid 
I might end up in tears. I am on my 
way back from court now not to 
return to the comforts of homebut to 
dwell in the terrors of  Mercy 
Psychiatric Hospital. Mr.Polavo and 
Mr.Mercy cunningly manipulated 
my records in the hospital to 
convince the judge that I was truly 
insane. Mr.Polavo admitted to getting 
me out from there but he described 
our confrontation as violent and 
aggressive behavior. None like he’d 
ever seen before.
My family history of bipolar only 
made matters more suspicious. After 
a coerced evaluation, I was labelled 
as mentally unstable and doomed to 
live in the asylum. I had spoken for 
t h o s e  w h o  c o u l d n ’ t  d e f e n d 
themselves so they tried to suppress 
my voice. Such is the power of 
political abuse of psychiatry. “But 
what is done, cannot be undone.” My 
voice had reached places beyond 
their circle of influence.



Amrit Das

First Place in 
Renegade '17 

Photography 
Competition

J. A. ApurvaSecond Place in 
Renegade '17 Photography 

Competition

Alok Jindal

Third Place in 
Renegade '17 Photography 

Competition

Photography 
Exhibition

WINNERS FOR



J.A. Apurva

Alexe Rajan

Amrit Das
Winner of the 'Picturesque Photography Competition'

Jigyasa Sharma

Rizana Riyaz Navjot Singh Dhillon

Ria Mukherjee Koyel Paul Ajay Vishnu



1. Sir, how come you took up running at the 
age of 56 ?

At the age of 55 years and 6 months, I went to 
the gym to lose the central �re (of fat). I 
worked out for one year. My gym trainer then 
told me to start running. I was 56 and a half 
years when I saw Mangala stadium for the first 
�me in my life. I saw the stadium, and I ran 10 
laps on the very first day. When I told my 
trainer this, he thought I was pulling a fast one, 
and said: “Okay, run 10 laps again tomorrow”. 
So I did. He said “Run more!”, so I ran 15 the 
next day. Some bodybuilders at the stadium 
were amazed at 

the sight of an old man con�nuously running, 
and told the gym trainer “Doctor bhayangara 
odidare!”. Only then did he finally believe me. 
Shortly a�erwards, I ran my first half 
marathon.

2. From the very first day of your training in 
Mangala stadium, you, as an elderly doctor 
were running an incredible number of laps. 
Surely you’ve always had a high fitness level. 
What was your training regimen like before 
you started running? 

None. Nothing. First training of any sort that 
I ever had was at the gym at the age of 55. 
The reason why I could probably do it was 
because I’m a walker. I walk wherever I have 
to go. I never use a vehicle unless it’s 
absolutely necessary. Even in the hospital, if 
the pa�e nt is on the 5th or 6th floor, I always 

take the stairs, never the li�. Maybe the daily 
ac�vi�es helped.

 

4. Along with the endurance and stamina, 
one of the biggest driving forces during a 
race is the other compe�tors pushing you 
to do be�er. Any stories/inspira�ons 
here, sir?

There’s a saying by a legendary Ethiopian 
runner, Haile Gebrselassie “I don’t run 
against the clock, I don’t run against my 
compe�tors, I run against the distance”. 
There’s another anonymous statement 
“The first 32km is full of hope. The last 
10‐12km is reality.” This holds true for any 
runner ‐ Ethiopian, Kenyan, American, 
Indian, a�er 32km, sab khatam. I can sing 
and run 30 km. Beyond that, it is only the 
tenacity of the mind that takes the soma, 
the body to the finish line.

5. Sir, you’ve been running for so many 
years now, do you have a des�na�on in 
mind, or is this endless journey you’re 
embarking on?

100 marathons. That’s the goal. And at 
the age of 69, I have completed 38 
marathons. I plan on running around 7‐8 
marathons per year and reach 100 before 
I turn 80.

6. A lot of runners want to “run around 
the world” by running in all 7 con�nents. 
Do you have that dream as well, Sir?

I had thought about it ini�ally, but I 
realised running in Antarc�ca or 
hypothermic marathons (at ‐20 degrees), 
for that ma�er isn't my cup of tea. I too 
run against the distance.

7. Of all the marathons you have run, 
which one is your favourite, and Why?

If I had to pick one, I’d say New York. It's a 
very vibrant city. The sides are always 
lined with people, cheering and shou�ng. 
It’s really inspiring.

8. How as a runner do you feel that you 
have an advantage as a surgeon? How 
about vice versa?

3. So it is said that when one starts running, 
you run into a "wall". A state where your 
body wants to just give up. How did you 
cross the wall?

TRUE. They say the runners hit the "wall" at 
the 20th mile. 32 kilometres. If you cross the 
20th‐mile barrier, you’re almost through. It is 
exactly like running into a concrete wall. You 
stop. You just stop. The exhaus�on, 
dehydra�on, cramps, hypoglycemia, just makes 
you stop. The secret to crossing the wall is 
endurance. The bedrock of running is 
endurance. Whether it be 3kms, 5kms, 10kms 
or 42kms, you require that endurance to 
complete that par�cular segment of the race. 
Uske baad, all your speed and stamina add up. 

And it all comes with prac�ce.

Dr BM Nayak's collection of 38 
medals

Being in the opera�on theatre also requires 
endurance. For a man of my age, I don’t have 
any backache, nothing. I always feel fit! Do 
you know what being fit means? Having a 
disease free body PLUS vitality and vigour 
to live at any given age. That is true fitness. 
Main zindagi ka saath nibhata chala gaya.

9. What philosophy do you live by?

I don’t believe in happiness, I believe in Joy. 
What’s the difference, you ask? Happiness is 
transient, it is connected to external things. 
Joy emanates from within. Honestly 
speaking, I’m a very joyful person. 
I am in the same spirit for 69 years now. 
Zindagi ne jo diya usi ko muqaddar samajh 
liya. 

10. How would you inspire younger 
genera�ons to follow your trail, on the road, 
and in the OT?

I would be very happy if even one person 
gets inspired by me and starts running a�er 
hearing my story. To start, you need a push to 
do the work. A mo�va�on of sorts, which 
must turn into a habit. But mo�va�on isn’t 
present all 365 days a year. That’s where 
discipline and determina�on enter.

Slowly and steadily, it converts into a 
passion. Once you reach that stage, 
you’ll never give up. Personally, I went 
one step beyond, and I made my 
passion into an obsession. "Paagal hai", 
they say. "He’s a crazy man!". They may 
be right but the way I’m going, by the 
�me I’m 79 years old, I’d have finished 
100 marathons.

As the sun blazed on the Surgery 
Dept. in GWH, the only thing 
shining brighter was the smile on 
Dr. B. M. Nayak's ever jolly visage. 
We sat down for a tete-a-tete with 
KMC's very own Mo Farrah to find 
out what makes him tick. 

Dr. BM Nayak
 Professor in the Department of Surgery,

 KMC Mangaluru.

Dr. BM Nayak
 Professor in the Department of Surgery,

 KMC Mangaluru.

Dr. BM Nayak
 Professor in the Department of Surgery,

 KMC Mangaluru.

"The secret to crossing the 
wall is endurance. The
 bedrock of running is 
Endurance. Whether it be 
3kms, 5kms, 10kms or 42kms,
 you require that endurance
to complete that particular 
segment of the race. "

Siddharth Shankar
Ashwin Kola

Anton Paulson
Sonal Chopra



Phone rings, His uncle had passed away
He sat down in shock when his roommate 
came barging in saying 
"Finally, a body!"

Enu thondare?
*insert long complicated kannada sentence*
Dude, where's the case sheet? 

Feet pounding on the tiled floors, 
blood roaring in his ears, he 
reaches a dead end
He tries to calm his racing heart
Peering from behind the pillar into 
the ward, relief washes over him
Sir had not started rounds yet

"Bikki Amma Bikki" resounds in their ears
Two make a mental note to reread family 
planning
One vows to adopt and her friend considers 
surrogacy
None notice the mom's smile after

Red dress, Black heels
Hair straightened, Makeup done,
She smiled
Hands still smell of glove talc

"Ajji, vondhu cold coffee"
"Uncle, one Maggi"
"Yeah Ma,I had breakfast 
Yes, dosa" 

ਬੂਹੇ ਆਈ ਜੰਜ ਤੇ ਿਬਨੋ ਕੁੜੀ ਦੇ ਕੰਨ

Only when the groom (barat) is 

at the doorstep,will you 

remember to pierce the bride's 

ears.

ਂਜਗ ਿਜਉਿਦਆਂ ਦੇ ਮੇਲੇ

(Life is like a 
carnival only to 

those who actually 
live their life to the 

fullest)
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Mangala
G6

Freddie XXL

Chicken 

Freddie 

burger 

Honourable

 mentions

Trattoria

Chicken  Momos

Chicken  Pot  Rice

PIZZA
VEG NON- VEG

Rice dishes

Desserts

White  Chocolate  Mousse  with  caramel

1.Earth 1.Sea Global

2.British  Pizza2.Margarita

CHOCOLATE PIZZA

Bites 1.Mint  Lime

2.Chicken  Momos

3.Mutton  Roll Italian  BMT
Lamington

                                      Cake

Pandhal

1. paneer  Kaju  makhani

2. Achari  Paneer  Tikka

1. Chicken  in  Hot  Black 

Spicy  Garlic  Sauce

2. Chicken  in  Oyster  Sauce 

Baker's
 Treat

1.  Oreo  fudge  with  ice cream

2. Apple  Crumble  with

  ice cream

Perreira
1.  Stuffed  Chicken  With 

 mashed  potatoes

2. Lemon   Pork

Diesel 
Cafe

Pulled  Pork  Burger

ROCKY  ROAD  PANCAKES

WHISKEY   SHRIMPS

KEEMA   GOTHALA

Espresso   Martini 

Espresso   AFFOGATTO

MUST  HAVES:  

BLUEBERRY CHEESE CAKE

Citrus Paprica CHICKEN

Cherry
 Square

1. Chicken  Sausage  Sandwich

2. Chilly  Cheese  Garlic  Toast

5.Lady  in  red

3. Chocolate war (  HIGH   CHOCOLATE   LEVELS)

4.  MY  FAIR  LADY ( LYCHEE)
Mysore  Masala  Dosa

Anmol's
Dosa Camp

Coral
1. Bharwan   Paneer  Til  Tikka

2. Darsan

3. Missisipi  Mud  Pie

Sagar Ratna

Bharwan Til 

Paneer Tikka

1. Kit  ShakeKat

2.  Honey Dew Waffles

Liquid Lounge
1. Chicken  Pasta  Lasagne

2. Chilly  Garlic  Sausages 

Moti Mahal
Honey  chilly  

chicken

onFroth 
Top
 

Chicken  Pasta  Lasagne

Chilly Garlic

Sausages

Pesto  Mushroom  Pizza

Chocolate  Cake  with 

Chocolate  GanacheSpin Drift

Barbeque 
Nation

Mutton   Seekh   Kebab

Masala  Corns

Paan 

Kulfi

Kudla
Kadai  Chicken

Hao Ming
Garlic Chicken

Chef's Special's (rice/noodle)

London S�eet
White  chicken  pasta

Kadai   paneer

Banoffee   Pie Choco  Lava  Cake

French Mocha

 Pie

Chocolate  Marquise

Chocolate  Caramelised

Short  Crust  cake

Kobe's Sizzlers

Cold  Coffee

Melting Chocolate Pot

MUST  HAVE :

Alfredo

Pasta Strawberry 

toffee pudding

When it comes to being a Gourmet,
unlike a Foodie,
It's always "Quality over Quantity".
Hence, here is a fully compiled list of 
the best dishes from almost every 
great eatery in Mangalore, to keep 
your taste-buds content, for the right 
price.
(We have left out Girimanja,
mostly because all the seafood dishes there are 
nearly perfect)

Compiled by :
Mnnat Gill

Joint Secretary
Students' Council 2016 -17

Mangalore's
Finest...

(  HIGH   CHOCOLATE   LEVELS)

Smoke n Oven
CRAZY Sandwich 

Natural coolers



How far behind?
How far ahead?

Where in the exciting unknown
May we be led?

There's nothing to be done
We need no tools

All we need, we have
But you and I, we've also been fools.

To not have realized
That all along, we've been flowing

Between the yesterdays and tomorrows
In the seas of seconds, have we have 

been, we are, rowing.

You have travelled.
When your grandmother said she 

studied under a tree.
When you first saw a bird.

Or had your first sip of coffee.

When you read that book.
When you went back to that park.

Lit that joint.
And gazed at the stars in the dark.

You will travel.
The next time you wear an old sweater.
When you have to write another exam.

When you receive another letter.

From here, the seconds in the present.
When you hear a new song.

When you meet a new friend.
When you try to analyze a new feeling.

When you see your kids follow a new trend.

But what you should know is that - 
You are travelling.
This very moment. 

There's something new unravelling.

To travel in time,
Is to be here.

And look around and within.
There's nothing to fear.

Another terror attack, or
Another melting ice cream

Another milestone on earth, or
Another slumber with a forgotten dream.

To get hungry or sleepy,
To get tired or annoyed

To get indecisive or angry
To get dejected or overjoyed.

To be anything
Even lost

To do everything
But regret at no cost.

A squirrel or a roaring lion;
Or another human sitting with his eyes 

closed.
The time traveler is but every being

Chaotically composed.

Isn't the moving moon, before its full,
A smiling crescent?

We're all heading somewhere in time
From here, the seconds, the present.



Parrallel Universes
Pankhuri Garg

Astral Projection
Debleena Dey



6. And chemistry continues to grow

3. Working towards a carbon free world...

5.  A new world?

Background Photograph 
by J.A. Apurva 

Background Photograph 
by J.A. Apurva Greetings from Science

Arshia Jolly
Shreyak Sehgal



Disconnect
Mitalee Garg

Fear of the Unknown Man
Vinayak Pareek



1. Sir, how do you think KMC 
has shaped you into the 
man you are today?

KMC, as an institute, laid the 
foundations of the man I was 
to become in the years to 
fo l l ow.  H e r e  I  h a d  t h e 
opportunity to cross paths 
with people from across the 
globe. From chaps from the 
big city to a former teacher 
who had come all the way 
from Sri Lanka.

But what struck me is that each and every one of them had 
come here on the back of their own sweat and effort. They had 
struggled for years to raise the money to support their 
education and the drive they possessed was unparalleled. 
From them I learnt lessons of hard work, independence and 
the importance of standing on your own two feet.

2. What’s your favorite college memory in all your years 
here?
My fondest memory would probably be the spotters section of
my first year M.S examination. To be honest, I had absolutely 
no clue what any of the slides were, and it didn’t take long for 
the examiner to figure that out either. I thought my luck had 
run out when one of my favorite professors interrupted to tell 
the examiner that I was color blind and that I could only make 
out the color red! And that was my lifeline! Because of a 
friendly rapport with a professor and lot of luck, I made it 
through my M.S examination.

3. What’s one message you can take away from 
your college days?
One aspect I learned that’s helped me to this day is 
how important it is to support one another. Your 
peers around you truly become your cornerstones 
during your MBBS days. You study together. You 
panic before the exams together. And, if  things 
work out, you pass together with flying colors. They 
are testing times and through it all the bond you 
form your batchmates is invaluable. It’s something 
that never fades. For example, back in ’83 when I 
wanted to perform an arterial switch for a PDA, a 
dear friend of mine, Dr. Padma Rao, sent over 
10,000 rupees to aid me. You wouldn’t believe it 
but back then that was a huge amount! Similarly, 
many of my patients are so often referrals from old 
batchmates who have followed my work and trust 
in my ability. So much of our lives depends on the 
love and support of the people around us. It’s 
something that we should never underestimate.

4. Sir, if you had one message to all the doctors here 
today what would it be?
My message to any budding doctors would be to take every 
opportunity that comes your way. I believe that in life everyone 
gets their ample share of opportunities. But identifying these 
opportunities and the potential that lies in them is an art. Another 
very important thing to remember is to always work for your 
satisfaction. No more and no less. As a surgeon the joy of my work 
lies in tactile sensation, and without that I would feel a rather 
deep sense of loss. Above all, take pride in your own efforts and 
the dignity of your work.

5. Sir, now to move on to a few more specific questions. 
What is your opinion on the perceived difficulties in 
transporting organs and the problems crippling today’s 
transplant scenario?
The biggest problem was the difficulty in timely transport of 
organs, yes. But with several public-private partnerships (P.P.P)
having come up I feel that it’s now a problem of the past.

Today there are entire companies dedicated to transporting 
organs. To name but one example, via the sponsorship of 
Shoba constructions we have successfully transported organs 
several times from Mangalore to Chennai in record time.Via a 
coalition with the Tamil Nadu traffic police department we 
have established “Green Corridors”to aid faster transport. 
From the airport to our hospital, a normal transit time of 90 
minutes, has been cut to a mere 11. From Vellore to Chennai, 
a 170-odd kilometre journey that usually takes 3 hours can 
now be done in an hour and a half.

6. Having done your M.S in India and then having seen 
the medical system in various other nations, how does 
India match up?
To be completely honest, I would say that the condition in 
India is quite poor. Not due to the lack of knowledge but the 
manner of treatment. Doctors here are far too reliant on 
investigations as diagnostic tools without properly looking at 
the patient themselves, and this takes away from the human 
touch of clinical medicine. The sooner we transition to 
depend more on our clinical examinations as the key 
diagnostic tools the sooner the quality of healthcare will 
improve leaps and bounds.

7. Are there any other aspect where the Indian medical system is lacking?
I'd say that we could ultimately narrow it down to two areas. The proper utilisation of resources and the encouragement of path 
breaking research. I've seen several instances of money being pumped into projects that have ultimately yielded very little. And on the 
other end of the spectrum we have projects that could really make an impact being stalled by institutes. To give you some perspective, 
the current cost of a mitral valve 1.25 lakhs. But our institute has been working keenly on cardiac stem cells and studies have currently 
been approved for stage three clinical trials. If  these valves could be produced at 50,000 rupees it would be an amazing thing for 
patients everywhere. Yet you're likely to be labelled a madman were you to propose that! And why? Because the importance of 
establishing a viable and quality healthcare system that's accessible to all people, especially to those of a lower socio-economic strata, 
hasn't been fully understood yet. Whether it be governments , financial institutes, banks, or so many others, it often falls on deaf ears. 
And that's a perception that must change if  we are to move forward as a society. 

8. You've often spoke in the past of the lack of rural facilities and the need to bridge the gap between the urban and rural 
setup. What’s the most important pre-requisite in establishing a viable rural setup?
Well, I've had a lot of personal experience with rural setups so I'll let you in on my reflections in this regard. At the end of the day it all 
comes down to having the right people and investing to keep these people around. Few would voluntarily uproot themselves from a 
durable workplace but it's so often the case that honest, hard-working folks, game changers in any organization, are poached 
elsewhere on promises of extravagant incentives. You need to be willing to go that extra mile to make sure that your best people stay 
with you. When you have the right people at the right time and at the right place then great things tend to happen.

9. Sir, do you have any other hobbies outside of your stellar medical career?
Well, I've always been a huge gun enthusiast. I even used to make my own guns! (or at least I tried to). My friends and I back in 
college used to love going on hunting trips. Someshwar, Agumbe, 
Jog falls, Udupi. We knew every nook and corner of the forestry along 
the ghats. Funnily enough, I think it was the farmers who gained the 
most from our hunting exploits. They would gladly direct us to the 
packs of wild boar that would often run wild amongst their fields. So 
while we enjoyed our choice pick of boar they salvaged a few weeks 
of safety for their crops.
10. Any advice to us students regarding our studies, the 
competition, and our college life?
 My advice would be to decide what you want and pursue it.
Perhaps because of the nature of MBBS itself, or maybe just my own 
humble opinion, but it's easier to be a master of one than a jack of all 
trades.Build up your basics. Your foundations must always be very, 
very strong.Now coming to your college life. Well, in my class of 75 
there were only 8 girls so I really can't claim a lot of experience there!

Dr.K. M . Cherian
World famous HeartSurgeon

Being a former honorary surgeon for the President on India is no mean feat, and 
"successful" would be a severe understatement to describe Dr. K. M. Cherian. A 
pioneer in Indian health care and a doyen in his own right, KMC Mangalore had 
a rare chance to welcome back one of it's most decorated alumni. In an 
entertaining interactive session he reminisced with find nostalgia his yesteryears 
and discussed his visions for the future. 

Ashwin Kola
Siddharth Shankar
Anton Paulson
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n 2015, the world was shocked when Dr. Sergio Canavero 

Iannounced his plans to perform the first human head transplant 
in 2017. Cries of outrage and doubtful sentiments sprang up in 

every scientific and ethical media network. However, this was not 
merely a suggestion by Dr. Canavero, but rather a planned 
procedure, which he had published in 2013 as a paper in Surgical 
Neurology International. 

FIRST 
The bodies of the 

volunteer and donor will 
be cooled to 50 degrees 

Fahrenheit. Two teams will 
be working together, one 

on each body. 

SECOND 

Deep incisions will be made into the necks of both 
bodies exposing the carotid and vertebral arteries, 
jugular veins, and the spine. The muscles would be cut 
and color coded for linkage. The trachea and 
esophagus would also be cut.

FOURTH 
The volunteer's head must be connected 

to tubes connecting it to the donor's 
circulation and the spinal cords, 

trachea, espohagus, phrenic nerve, and 
vagi must be fused with chitosan-PEG 
glue. The dura will be sewn with wires 

and clamps, making it watertight. 

FIFTH
Loose sutures will be applied to attach the head to 
the body to re-warm it. The muscles will be sutured 
according to the color-coding, and the skin will be 
sutured together by a plastic surgeon for better 
cosmetic appeal.

By 2016, Dr. Canavero had recruited another famed 
neurosurgeon, Dr. Xiaoping Ren, to his cause. But what amazed the 
world was that a man, Vladimir Spiridinov, volunteered to be part of 
this project! Patient/Volunteer : Spiridinov was diagnosed with 
Werdnig-Hoffman Disease, and he rationalized that this was the 
only possible cure to his condition. 

So what does Dr. Canavero plan to do? 

Third
The next part is the most important: cutting and 
fusing the spinal cords together. The spinal cord 
would be cut with a $200,000 diamond blade 
designed by Farid Amirouche.

Sixth
This procedure must be performed within one hour 
to ensure minimal brain damage. Afterwards, the 
patient will be kept in a coma for a specified amount 
of time and given immuno-suppressive drugs. 

"S itch d!"w e
A brief insight 

into   the   NOTIONS   of 

head  transplantation

AND  IT'S  SCOPE  IN  FUTURE  MEDICINE

-MUHAMMED  MUIZ



It's like an ordinary printer that prints 3D objects layer by 
layer, in the case of organs they're printed below upwards. 
The printer consists of three units, the supply, applicator, 
and support structure. 
The biomaterial is chosen such that it can thrive and grow 
in the environment it is intended to. Further, something 
must hold the biomaterial together to shape it for its 
application, much like a support structure in traditional 3D 
printing. This is known as a scaffold. 

he first industrial 3D 

Tprinter was built in the 
1980s. We have come 

a long way from printing a 
tiny cup to building a house! 
But, more than a decade 
ago the idea of printing an 
organ sprang up, was 
slowly worked upon and has 
seen great success in the 
past few years. 

Let's talk about the 
basic idea behind 
this technology. 

These material are selected based on their compatibility 
with cell growth and function or because of their 
crosslinking or extrusion characteristics. Common 
materials include synthetic or natural polymers and 
decellularized extracellular matrix (ECM).  Examples of 
naturally derived polymers include alginate, gelatin, 
collagen, chitosan, fibrin, and hyaluronic acid, often 
isolated from animal or human tissues.

The researchers at Wake Forest Institute of Regenerative Medicine 
have developed a custom-designed 3D printer and have printed 
ear, bone, and muscle structures. You may recall Anthony Atalla, 
a surgeon whose lab at the Wake Forest Institute for Regenerative 
Medicine has engineered more than 30 tissues and whole organs 
including ear, bone, and muscle. In March 2011, at the TED 
conference, he demonstrated the printing of a miniature kidney. 
Using a similar technology he presented to us his young patient, 
Luke Massella, a patient of his, who received an engineered 
bladder nearly 10 years ago. In 2012, physicians at the University 
of Michigan successfully utilized 3D printing to construct a 
synthetic trachea for three-month old Kaiba Gionfriddo, who 
suffered from recurrent airway collapses.

This technology opens the doors for treatment of several 
conditions and end stage diseases that require an organ 
transplant. The major benefit of this method of organ 
transplantation is that, it can be customized for the patient, 
also, the patient will be able to receive his organ much earlier 
than the current trend. In India, 500,000 people die because of 
non-availability of organs and 150,000 people await a kidney 
transplant but only 5,000 get one. In the U.S every 10 minutes 
someone is being added to the transplant waiting list. As of 
now, approximately there are a total of 118071 candidates 
waiting for their lifesaving organ transplanting. 

The current challenges include technical optimizations, such as 
vascularization, cell viability, and resolution of printing, 
although isolated cases have been proven to be successful. 
From a non-scientific perspective, several ethics related issues 
hinder the current speed of research in this field. They mainly 
focus on issues regarding intellectual property and quality 
assurance in the generation and use of 3D-printed tissues. But 
despite these challenges, this area of research seems to be the 
most promising, interesting and one of the fastest growing 
fields of regenerative medicine in today's world. 

Everyday the world manages to turn what humans have 
imagined or dreamt about as the far future into the near 
future, into reality. Our understanding of the human body has 
progressed so far as to create new human body parts to 
replace damaged or diseased ones rather than assimilating 
technology to sustain the body. Though many might term this 
as “Dr. Frankenstein's work,” it is, quite simply a scientific 
endeavor. 

The next step is to deliver this material onto the 
scaffold. 
Also, these structures must get integrated into the body 
and live long enough, hence, the researchers addresses 
this issue by creating a hydrogel that holds the cells and 
a lattice structure of micro channels that allows nutrients 
and oxygen from the body to provide nutrients until the 
tissue regenerates its own system of blood vessels. 






